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INTRODUCTION. 






The publication of the following selection, fcom the 
writings of the late Jonathan LATifeENCB, Jun., has 
been undertaken by the desire of many of his friends, 
and at the particular request of a literary association, 
of which hg. was. for several years a zealous and 
active supporter. '' In • preparing these regaains for 
the press, limited as the circulation of the work will 
be, the Editor is conscious that he is acting contrary 
to what would probably have been the wish of the 
author, with regard to productions written during 
the intervals of assiduous application to the studies 
and duties of his profession, and with a fbw excep- 
tions, not intended for the public eye. Anxious as 
he feels not to send forth ihto the luorld anjrthing 
calculated to detract from a reputation dear to him 



mSl 393 



/ 



i^ INTRODUCTION. 

as his own, lie cannot but be aware of the disadvan- 
tages under which this work 'appears without the 
supervision and correction of its author. It is 

deemed unnecessary in a publication like the present, 

« 
to enter into any detailed account of a life, which, 

marked by few events of interest,.lmd been passed in 

preparing for what promised to be a bright career 

of usefulness and honor. To enable the reader, 

however, to ascertain tillage of the author at the 

several periods when the following pLes were 

written, it may be proper to state that Mr. Lawren<;p 

was bom in the city of New York, November 19th, 

» 

1807, and died April 26th, 1833, before he had com- 
pleted his 26th year. The language of panegyric is 
alike needless^ for to those who knew him eulogy 
would be superfluous, and by those who were un- 
acquainted witl^ hiS character, it might be attributed 
to the influence of partial aflTection. The object of 
this publication, interfded solely for the eye of friend- 
shij^ will have been fully answered, if it shall some- 
times recall the remembrance of one certainly not un- 
worthy of the sympathy and regret which his early 
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death has called forth. The Editor would be doing 
injustice to his own feelings, were he to conclude ^ 
these brief remarks without expressing his deep ^ 
sense of the ^kindness of those firiends who have 
aided him with their advice and assistance in pre- 
paring the following pages for the press. 
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ALGERNON SIDNEY/ 



The Revolution, which dethroned Charles the First 
of England, and ultimately conducted him to $he 
scaffold, though for a time it estabHshed in his room 
a sovereign equally arbitrary, may yet be justly 
regarded as the seed which has 'produced the plen- 
tiful harvest of British freedom. It opened the eyes 
of the nation to the slavery under which it had so 
long and so grievously labored ; it laid the ^xe to 
that tree, which, under the name of prerogative, had 
been spreading its roots and branches to poison with 
its embraces every «part of the constitution ; but 
above all, it led to that free <ftpirit of inquiry and 
discussion which combines and perpetuates alt those 
advantages which it is the first interest and object 
of tyrants to crush, and of patriots to uphold ; well 
knowing, that wherever and whenever it exists, it is 
the source as well as the security of freedom. " Give 
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4 ALGERNON SIDNEY. 

me," sa3rs Milton, "the liberty to know, to utter, and *^f 
to argue fireely, according to my conscience, above 
all liberties.** Whether there be any complete justi- 
fication of the spectacle it exhibited — a monarch 
condenmed. by the voice pf his own subjects to die 
the death of the male&ctor — Ve are not competent 
to determine ; but we have to blush for the absurdity 
of the doctrine that in our age would make his death 
a solemn cause of national hypocrisy. The prin- 
ciples of Charles were by 40 means such as would 
entitle him to the appellation of a martyr, and the 
errors of his education, though they may in some 
degree palliate his misdeeds, are not surely to confer 
upon hiin the crown of the saint, who, having 
endured and suflhred all things in a holy cause, has 
finished a life of faith by a death of glory. Who 
that can think for a moment of Stephen or of Paul, 
would be willing to tarnish the dignity of martyrdom, 
and the brightness*bf the martyt,*by a comparison 
that is at once imjust and insulting. He had talents, 
in truth, that might have adorned even his high sta- 
tion; virtues, which in private life would have made 
him an invaluable citizen : but as a king, as the ruler 
of a. people jealous of their freedom, he was danger- 
ous both from disposition and ability; and whatever 
may be said of his character, we are content for our 
part, as we ar^ willing, to ncknowledge in every'trait 
of it the wisdom of (hat providence which gave our 
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forefathers a monarch \9fio, ^^ neither to be instruqjted 
by experience, nor persuaded by argument," compel- 
Ifd them to appeal^^as victoriously and triumphantly 
they did, to the rights of n^n, and to the God of 
battles. Irritated by the conduct of the sovereign, 
and anxious to assert the rights he had witbholden, 
the people of England were again arrayed in civil 
combat, and in the only cause that can vindicate 
such a scene — the cause that involved their own and . 
their children's happiness. "The man," says Home 
Tooke, ^^must be hard-hfearted indjfcd, who does not , 
let fall a tear for every drop of biood shed in such a. 
struggle, hcrwever just the quarrel ;" but ^. do think 
that our tears in such a cause as theirs, wouM- be 
lighted up by the consciousness of dftty if unfortunate ; 
or if successful, by the proud and pure exultation that 
should arise from such a victory, however dearly 
bought. In the struggle that convulsed England at 
thia»time, there Vas hardly a mMdle course for him . 
who felt forijhe interests of his country, and accord- 
ingly we soon find among the leaders of the people, 
tne proudly eminent name of Algernon Sidney. ^* ' 

His family is one of the most illustrious in the re- 
cords of English history. Wit, valor, and generous 
feeUng seem to have descended with the name from 
generation to generation ; and beauty, can we forget 
bestuty, was theirs; Thet true knight bore proudly 

his lady's favors in the fannared lists, and felt his 

1* 
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8 ALGERNON SIDNEY. 

evQxy effort doubly paid by a smile or a look &om 
"those bright eyes that rained their infhience, and 
adjudged the prize;" while the deeds of their sons 
\^re the theme of many a song, the envy of many a 
gallant knight, the secret pride and admiration of 
fnany a beautiful bosom. The name of Sir Fhriip 
needs only mention to awaken the finest recollections. 
His were the ''high thoughts seated in a heart of 
courtesy" that encirgled his age and memory with 
the last and loveliest laurels of his beloved chivalry, 
and the spirit*of^hat chivalry, the spirit that knew 
not f^r or reproach as it animate^} his living actions, 
drooped and died upon his tomb. The lustre that 
seeidled for a while to live after him,, ^(ras only the sad 
and faint reflectioh of his glory, Uke the glowing rays 
that linger upon some clear. sunset, and- are soon to 
follow it in its departure. Yes ; he was die last of 
those fair spirits who were bravest and brightest in 
battle and bower, whose deeds gave^^to knighthood 
all its renown, and whose passionate fideUty bestowed 
upon woman her noblest prerogatives j who united 
the warrior and the bard ui a rare and beautiful 
union, whose whole life in fine, in the langnage of 
Campbell, " was poetry put into action." Their days 
are gone; but we love to linger wkh them and amid 
their femembrances. They are the luxuriant spots 
in the dull wasts^of the cfik>niclesj the f^ry land of 
memory in which "the dieaming boy" roves and 
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ALGERNON SIDNEY. . 7 

revels until visions of fair forms and bright^eyes, of 
knight and lady, of Sidney and of Geraldine, are 
with him, around him, and before him. 

Such were Algernon Sidney's forefathers, and the • 
son of such sires, th^ scion of, such a stock, was an 
hoHol to his origin. What though it was not his to 
dally with, or battle for ^" l^dye tove ;" jkrhat though 
ii was not his to have his name ^^ married to immor- 
tal verse;" his calling was nobler and more exalted;* 
and with a patriotism as strong wd a soul as gallant 
as the best of his ancestoft, he prepared to obey it, Ur 
follow it "through evil and good," to glorify it in life 
and in death. The cau%e he had espoused had now 
become the darling of his auctions. JEIis talents^ the 
rank he had put to hazard, b^t above all, that firm, 
unshaken in|egrity that awes ^6 boldest, and ani- 
mates in the worst of times to deeds of almiost incre- 
dible success ; these united qualities gave him an ift- - 
fluence and ah independence which few possessed, 
and few dared to exercise during the ascendency of 
Cromwell. But Sidney was neither to be the slave ^ 
of a party, or the tool of Jn intrigue. So lon^as thflt 
future Protector acted for the common weal, Sidney 
was by his side ; so long as he defended the rights his" 
countrymen had Aen to defend, he found in Sid- ^ 
ney a brave heart, and a willing arn^i ; but, beyond 
this, he would not go ; tliiflPwas th|t point in which 
centred all his hopes, all bis exertions ; this was with • 
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8 , ALGERNON ^IDNEV. 

him thg Jine " quam ultg! fekraque.nequit consistere 
rectum.? FrMu tbl^ time fo'rt^ hisicourse ^ras plain, 
and bold, and open. He wb^ above disguise^ and he 
scorned all fear. His oppositioii to the schemes of the 
usurper, so long as it could te effectual, was. warm 
and ardent; but he who '^ gelded at his^ wiH the 

• 

fierce demo#'acy of Englan4," was nqj to be-thus- im- 
peded, and obtained in the eventual defeat of Sidne^^ 
a signal triumph girer public and private virtije. 
* Wiser than the Roman', warned by his folly and his 
example, Cromwell had Mfized with, the authority 
upon something of the "pride and circumstance" of 
roydlty, while ins substantisd greatness was rapiAy 

p *increasi«g witg the 'spread of British commerce, and 
the success of his* naval and military- enterprises. 
Further oppositio», therefoje, would have been a 
species of heroic insanity, which we may ^mire but 
cannot pardon in him who should have reserved him- 
self for better days. In this situatfoDj'^idney retired' 
to mourn in secret over the prostration of his 
hopQs and the pf ospects of the people, and we may 
conjeofcure ^that he devoted this retirement t(f that 

•» record of his Opinions, which he has Ig^t ai^ a valuable 

legacy ta posterity. 

His maxims of political ^jruth ^re regarded by his 

, contemporaries as the daring an3 singular tenets of 

a visionary, though they are now neglected as the 

common place elements, the very axioms of the 
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ALGERNON 8IPNET. » 

science of free govemmenlsi . Siich aje the effects of 

proceeding time. Thit which it to us an aknost 

tangible reality, was enveloped to his view in clouds 

and shadows ; that which he saw as '* through a glass « 

darkly," is displayed toius in the full power and light 

of day. . We have seen thd& almost poetry of Milton * 

con&rmed into prophecy. We have see%a " nation'* ^ 

rising.like a strong man after his sleep, and shaking /x 

his, invincible locks" — we have seen her throwing 

away her shackles and prejudices, the dimnei^s * 

and the indolence of ^lumber, to s^ure to her 

children, in a long continued' line, we trust, of 

w^hy descendants, the blessings of a freedom * 

bounded only by the natlird infperfi^tions ef man. 

If they could have seen this:— rif tjiey could have 

seen their offspring, proud are we^ of the name^! 

founding jfi another and distant world an empire, 

whose extent none have ascertained, and whose 

luture greatness it is beyond the power of the human 

mind to calculate, and that empire " free, sovereign, 
« * ft 

and independent," well might they have exclaimed in 
the spirit of the saint, in the language so \)eaTmfully^ 
gaoted by Sit^aey, on a similar occasion, ^^ Lord, 
now lettest thou thy servants depart in peace, for our 
eyes have seen th^ iSalvation." But to them such 
revelations were dark; they resembled the types*and ' 
shadows of the Jewish hierarchy, whose interpreta- 
tion, indistinctly seen by the patriarchs and prophets 
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of old, became ^dil^y visible, until they met oK the 
cross li&e the liMes #f a pircle in k^ centre, %o that 
now the Christian is enabled to walk in the light of 
their fulfilment, and in* the •'freedom of the sons 6f 
' God. Such, too, has been, and we trust will fi^^ver 
be, the mardi of liberal ^litical principles, until in 
the fulnesfof time, the ends of 4he earth, enlig^htened, 
redeemed, and r^enerated'by their influe^e, shall 
glory in equal privileges ; until the Greek shall ag^n 
crown the bowl of Lib^^ upon the soil, and ben'eath. 
the sky of his forefathers f^until our- southern conti^ ' 
nents shall present with us an innumerable people, 
free, united, and happy ; until tn% Spaniard shalT %e 
permitted to ^allotv the memory of Riego, and the 
Russian shall blAh for the igndminy of.hisi»ervile 
fathers; until, in fine, all nations,* af ^ery climate, 
color, and description, shall worship witjjjlone ajcbord 
at the altar of the same freedom. 

To return — the death of th^ Loifl Protector opens 
.to our view another and different ete. .» Whatever 

* may be said of his moral character, Ofaa Cromwell 
was%ithout doubt the greatest stateshi^tkat ever 
wielded th^destinies ^aVid the scepttiifc^^, England. 
Without eloquence,! had ^most said, 'withcJut &# 
powers of speech, he won the Sffections of the peopl*, 
corhipted '.the iotegrity of parliament, and finally, 
subverted a f^ftn of gov^nment thatia4 lasted tm- 

* shaken for terituries. His ISuccess, in' a time when « 
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oi^ffmistake would have ntined his fortunes, is the 
true tait of his unequalled abiUliel. He wanted but 
little of that vaumng ambition which led Bonaparte to 
his rock, and woulS haye led him by the svne pro* 
Q^s tf^ the scaffold. It is worthy also of our 'Obser- 
vation, and regret, th^t one ^tep^ only would haVe 
been required to ha|ie '^ade him the founder of a 
great rejffhlie, and the mol of succeeding genera- 
tioRs. The crown *he had worn descended to his * 
soxrf' but the son iQherite^ not the mantle of his 
father : the firesihat had#mxbered dider the strong 
hand, now bur^t forth with redoubled violence, and 
vrfftiont ene;i^ to. mibdue, or address to conciliate, 
he resign^ his royal dignity^ to seek the happiness 
it cou^ not afford ' Ik • 

Ttie peoplb, np^aried out with dissensions, were • 
de^rmined ^ procure repose, even at the hazard of 
restoring the kingly authorily ; and with a prospect 
as bright as. ever«4Qipened oa the eyei^ of any prince, 
hailed with joy and gla4nesij as the hop^of the na- t 
ti«9ji, the sQcond Charles ascended the thrOfae of his * 
fathers. JBglaeated in the French ct>urt, a libeftine 
by professioQ;as^ well as dispositicxi, hel^baused the 
chaste cheek to. blush for his oneQ outrages of all - 
tUflt had been esteem^ honorable or virtuous, and 
ma^e the hearjt of every tme ii(iglishiiian bum 
within him, ^tthis base poljjition ofiXSl t]|rone once 
occupied by Alfred and by the Edwafds: It would * 
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13 ^ # % ALeERN0if SIDNEY. 

have been well for him if he had inherited the jp^ 
of his parent; but fk h|L(^pery yjfiefg^d Mickedness 
of youth, without one of nis fathei^^eoeiftiipg vir- 
tues ; and we are con^llea to a^filare^^at ^e find 
in his character nothiijg* to dieck' 6ur disgust,^r to 
soften our abhorrenc^ It \^Qas a wdste, a barren 
waste, "in which no VQi;(|aTe, quickened, *and nb 
kindly plant took root " ppbn his ac(ifessj|pi, Eng- 
land was no longer safe fof' those whose activit^r 
abilities had given them distinction in the pre^us 
troubles, arid accordingly j-Algerilon Sidney departed 
td await' in exile, an honorable retorn-, and to i^Ope 
for brighter prospects in his native land. ^'Bu{ eyjin 
here, surrounded by courtiers yad enemies j'^- he 
j^isplayed the same loftiness of feeling, the same 
fearlessness of danger. Well might the tyrant t]::em- 
ble before him who had recorded in th#face of the 
world as his chosen |»otto, "Hsec maikis immica 
tyrannis ense petj^gjUacidfrh sub libertate quietem." 
But the time was fasf approaching when his enemies 

' were 06 satisfy their vengeance with his blood. En- 
couraged by some<, faint hopes of securitj^at home^ 
he ret;}Wib(f to England and to his dea% The 

\ spectacle that met his view was not to be laipportfd. 

• ^he nation . rapicBy giving ^ay to the strides of 
prerogative, j|^<lie parli2(,ment seconding every blow 
against theii|Pnstitueiu$, and glorying iii. their trea- 
son, were sights that stung him to the quick. He 
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cAld not see the righteous perish^ anft not lift up his 
voice agains^tofoul orime^bj^ could not behold his 
countrjm#Q^||[)ilessedYd^tiumpled on without a 
stru^le, aqd heivAs re&dy to. bare his arm for t^ir 
nedem^on, and against tb# tyiant.^ From this mo- 
menj^Afrom « the moment in which be c^ered any 
. obstacle to the sdides ^ the court, his doom was deter- 
mine^^. J* He was Iqpted and dogged in daylight 
4^4 danmess, his Ihervfiifs were traitors to his inter- 
ef|», Vid^bis house was no longer a reAige. There 
are means t0 accomplisl^Any end however detestable, 
BfiA he was. soon committed. Hft, trial was%a mopk- 
^ of justice : perjury against him was a yirlue, and 
tlm false V^tn^ retirad frofii his seat to receive the 
reward of his labors.- There were some, indeed, 
mid enough to protest against such conduct, and to 
preseift to^fhe mercy-seat, alas, how miscalled ! their^ 
petitions jdfor redress. But.jt would in ^ truth have 
savored of maiteess to have.e^u^ted either justice or 
mercy where the judge was Je^es and the. sovereign 
wa5 Charles. Amiable association ! 'Thejibfertine 
king, and me infamous servant, jyere i^t and, happy 
comp»Ettons. "In their lives they wei*e lonely, and 
even after death they shall not be dfvided ;" the records 
of history shall do them most su^ptanti^ justme, and 
the names of the real judge afin^^ecutioner, of 
Charlq^ and of Jeffries, sfflill des<»p to post|f ity 
.t<^ther. Sidney died upon the scaffold; but the 
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14 . /LGERNON SIDNET. 

scaffold's ignominy (terrors for him it could not ha^,) 
was a word miknow* Consecrated bt the hlood of 
nobles, and patriots, |its ti^irds haJKtiome ^ly 
gri^iuid, and he but added hi^nE^n* to the long list 
of those who were too firm to be sIat^, aftd too 
fearless to be silent. He has added his liame to-theSrs , 
n their triumphant justification. ■ Though the 
rs of a day, the minion^- and mercenary of a 
, endeavored -to fiist^Si upon him their obloqug^ 
o sully that reputatioD, which, dearer to hkja 
tiis existence, has " embalmed and treasured up" 
lemory " to a life beyond life," with Russel and 
>den, he has come mirer than gWd refined froiq , 
iven times heate^Aimt*« of his persecution ; 
^d as long as virtue, valor," aud wisdom, shall be 
respected among men; he will illustrate with them 
the beautiful moral of the poet. 

Truth, tho' it ttoftiles ■ome minda, 
Some wicked mind^ tkat are both d&rk &nd iaagenaa. 
Yet it preaerrBB itself; come* off pure, innocent, 
Aqd like the aim, tho' never to bdipsed, 
JIfuil break in glory. 

Above all, it becomes our country to -cherish 'ind to 
reverence his name. The principles thfft have given 
us a rank among the nations, that have bestowed 
■ upon us ourvarious details of security ana happine^ 
famded OH th^broed bSis of equal law and justice, 
and comprehending the bee enjoyment of life, Uberty, 
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add property; the pnnciples* that haTe made ua • 
what ve ntfcr are, apd will Ts^e us whatever we 
shall be, he^Pfcd, hejii^i and died for. It were idle 
^ tell yoa of thiei^ iMueDce/^Ysu behoM andieel 
I it in every gtep you take,- in every object that meets 

, ydm; view. OHra is. not that phantom Uberty,4tkat 
licefitiousnese, which , incilbd the French R* 
• tionists to deeds of rapine and murder only to : 

^em by its departure ; bill that {{ounded and 
^ed hberty, which, resting for its preservatlo 
the happiness it se*ures, can never be lost, whilt 
are worthy of its enjoyment. . 
^^ 1 Let it be oof care,^then, to protect it ; and if 
^ the .time should coq;;^ wUn oppression, forei^ 

domestic, in any shaji^ \ft disguise whatever, ^ — .. 
seek to weaken it, or tiS'wtest it from us, let us ui^ 
with one heart and- one voice "to crush the tyrant 
phile we rend the chain ;" end in the glorious lan- 
guage inscribed upon the tdmb of one of Sidney's « 
nobleqf (KVipatriots, lot i» "never, never forget, that \/ 
opposition to tyrants is obedience tff'Gofl." 
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No. 1. 



MILTON AND SHAKSP£AR£. 



Th 



« Who is this, 
That with warm vei^i, and limbs and features fresh 
ith the sun's life, oomes to inhabit with 
e hidden dead?'' •• T' 



^i\ 



Milton. Yes ! but ittras the deed of the people 
of England.^ The factious tumult of a violent and 
turbulent mob, withiSUt perceivable aim or purpose, 
such as we have known in t^e old times, was not the 
scene displayed 14 tl^t tiwful and bloody theatre ; 
nor by the hands of a few bandod swordsmen, 
without character or provoking cause, did the man, 
Charles Stuklrt, in$6t his righteous ^and just death,. 
It was the calm anfl settled doom decreed hin^by' 
those, upon whom he attl his butterfly minions ^ad 
trampled, and whose unsleeping resentment his long 
and unstintel^ oppressions had kindled. 

Shakspeare, . But I tell thee, John Milton^ the . 
people of England were not rightfully nor lawfully ' 
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acting, to rise up in armed rebellion against their 
throned sovereign ; him on whom thg priests of God's 
holy altar had poured the oil of their consecration. 

Milton. An^ ttell thee, thou art talking in the 
foolish and bold style of the haughty Tudors : q£ that 
lustful king, whose marriage bed was defiled with 
divorces and stained with murders; of that Mary, 
whose blazing faggoHi, fired to consume the saints, 
seemed almost to rival the light of the sun in heaven ; 
of that strong-handed EUzabeth^the virgin queen as 
ye caUed her, to whom your own verses, William 
Shakipeare, gave an unworthy fame, an immor- 
tahty^ which she deserved not. ' w 

ShoKspeare. Now, by heavens ! I will not and 
cannot bear it : she was my roost royal and loving mis<- 
tress, and thou shalt not slander her memory. Did 
she not, woman as she was, "But with manly soul, 
raise such a spirit as would have cruis^ed th% proud 
Spaniard, if he had set foot on our sea-girt island ? 
Did she not, by^Jier wise counsels, put to flighlthat 
fleet, that armada, which the pride of t^e Dons aiUed 
invincible ? For shame ! John MUton — she was Ae 
' fric«<3Land patron of poejp — for shame ! 

Milton. She was the friend and patron of poets, 
sayest tfcu ? In what manner she befriended them, 
I know, not, unUss your starvin^poets be false, and 
honest poverty tells no lies.. The splendid Spender, 
whose Belphoebe thou knowest wie was, tells not much 
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■ 

«^ of her bounty ; and if fame be not an surraot liar, even 
thou thyself, William Shakspeare, hadst no sufficient 
rewai^f thy Raises, unless empty smiles, and worth- 
lessr. favors, could purchase houserfftnA raiment ; but 
thou art wandering from the point Nero was the 
firiencFof poets. I reproach thy loving mistress, as 
thou callest her, for upholding those proud and blas- 
phemous doctrines of divine ppiufely right, which 
her unhappy descendant, iyy supporting, ]aath lost both 
sovereignty and lifej^d I upbraid thee for approving 
suoh doctrines. If t^ eagle can soar to the sun, he 
must needs see the spots on its surface. 

S^h^fjBpeare, Aye, but what if there be no spots 
to see ? and if there be, I am no eagle to soar^lum. 
Bandy me no compliments ; they are the couhters 
with which keen men win fools money ; but if thou 
wilt reason, I will t^|||kto thee. Answer me then, 
John Milton ;^.was not the government ^of England 
a noble and free govemmgnt, limited and checked, 
. and yet strengthened by the strength of a wise and 
vii4i||bs monarch, honored and graced by dib spirit- 
stirring memories of her ancient and brave barons, 
and healthy and vigorous in the independence^ of 
her proud peasant yeom«iff? ;* 

Milton. I tell thee again, William, thou tirt jeer- 
ii^ and trifling with me ; truly, Ihe^jgovernment of^ 
. England was checfllfed by the strengtlj of the mon- 
arch, which I would tjj|Ce rather, and more reasonably 
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call an overweening ^oppotisiQ ; and for the enduring ^. 

. influence of your time-honored nobility, (honored in 
no other way that I wot of,) were they not court 

. flatterers, and i)r Arlersi, and revellers, like Leices^r 

^ 9pd !fis|e^, living in the false smiles of a weak headed 
woman, when they should have been foreirfost in 

** opposing the avari(?ious* greediness of her preroga- 
tives? or* like those^wash-biicklers, their followers, 
drabbing andidicing at gsEKaUing houses and brothels, 
shiffn of their strength by enticing Dalijahs, when 
they i^iould have b««n in t]»e field, breaking in sunder 
the chains of the people? / And as to your proud pea- 
santry ! What were their representatives — so called, 
I fear tn% in jest — what these commons of England, 
but slaves and parasites; to whom your queen gave a 

^bone when th^fawned, and a buflFet when they bit ; 
cowardly dogs^iwhb shrunk;j^%pm h^r hand, and 

' slunk from ber pi^senca! I wquld^^tthou badst 
liv^d in our times ! . <►• 

Shakspeare. And I would not, that I had lived 

^ to see ^ royalty 'of our Alfreds,^ and Heg^LJ^Vajid 
Edwards, prostrated, and the temple of GedleyeU'ed 
before a rabble of low-bon; men.. If these belUfe 
happv times ye -prate of, when kingly blood was spiljP 
like staAant p6ol water, and priests' mitres cleft by 
th^hand of dattmed faction, I caye not to have seen 
thein; nay, I^m more than cftitent to have live^l^ 

• • ■■ • 'it . ■■'■ • ■ 
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.^ under the peaceful and pure leign of good queen 
Bess, the lion heart of l^nglarid. 

> 

Milton. Then Uve upon that, thy fair memory. 
I ^nvy thoe not For my poqr sel# I rejoice that my 
lot was cast in better and freer days, when:^^ing|, ' 
who mifigovemed, found not a protection in their 
tinsel trappings, and men who pfesunied to wield the « 
fiery indignation and cleaving |prse of Grod a|;ainst 
the unshackling of cont^ijhces, prie^ of Bel and 
the Dragoti, t^t mlholy union of church and st^e, 
which the*in^ired pk)wer. of our JDaniel hath rent in 
sunder, and, laid bare to «hame and scorn f when 
these men, I say', have been torn from their fat livings 
and riotous merriment, their stalls of lust an4 bigotJy ; 
and as for that rabble of which thou talkestyltell 
thee once again it was no rabble : ^^was a whole . 
people, a whole naU|^ rising up'wfVone accord, to 
smite t|^ p^n^uting Phara^^h, anajfd his^ purple and 
guards, not only with jjayers and offerings, ^ 
with the arms with which God himself had armed 
(heHftpHad he n^t efifprced, (answer me.tffte,) had j^ 
he iiOT enforced many of our best and bravest to flee 
from his tyranny into the strange lands beyond the 
waters ? Is not many a hearthr«tone cold, that 
should be warm wth the fires and hos^ttahty of 
merry England, wWe they, who in hy-gone day§*sat 
# around it, are wanddling in the cold, and r^oQess, and 
shelterless wildernessJ^, tiath he not» outr9g^ our ' 
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rights and laws, and the hard-won chartei9 of our m. 
liberties contemptuously set at noiight? and should 
his pride of place, as thou thyself hast called it, protect 
. bim from the vengeance of a trampled people? I t^ll 
tjiee, J^ilUam Shakspeare, the blood of Charles Stuart, 
the tyrant, shall fatten the iSields of England. Its crops 
shall not be armed men, as in the old fable we read 
of, but a harvest of ^orious principles ; afid our pos- 
teriijF shall Iwk back to us, jmd bless us, for that we 
have ftot submitted to wear the chains with which 
he would have fettered our frames, and them tl^rough 
us. But thou wilt not listen to me ; go to, fifen, esijoy 
thy dr^ms of fiction and the remembrance of thy 
reVels with the ungodly ; for me, I oflfer my morning 
and 'evening and unceasing thanks to Him, ftr his 
gdft of power a^d strength to refute their sophistries, 
dnd tear in pSfCes', and scatter to the free winds 
unSfer the firmament, the cobwebs of the hired crew 
wi^ 'woim pull down the strong defences of our 
rightcQu^ cause, and restore the young wolf to batten 
himselfj%nd to redden his jaws^ ip the blood l|f the 
innocent and the righteous. 
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CHARLE^ IL AKd fOWFER. 



Cowpg'. But posterity, your majesty, gives your 
reign little credit for virtue or wit. They say that 
you were abandoned; caring little for God'iilf.aw^ or 
the law which yourselves had m^e. 

Charles, Little credit for virtue, saidst thou? 
Why. we were anchorites by the 8ide|if France, witli 
her eternal revellings and bare licentiousness, .^er 
masMngs BJtt$ mistresses ! We did but ifhitale her 
gayeties, and even those a> an humble distance. 

Csspper, Yes ! and for this imilatiou ^y cen- 
sur€^ou. They say tflat you a;id your coui^iers 
corrupted the bol<^ spirit of our English Barons, to 
make them supple Frenchmen and effeminate flatter- 
ers. Thjit the quick and manly honoi*, which WQuld 
have found favor ih the eyes of our old priiiceiy oyr 
Harjrys and Edwards, yielded with thee to fawning 
and profaning baseness * and that thou thyself, thou, 
Charles of England, became a pensioner of France, of 
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that France ^hose fields w^fe led with the vjltorious 

« 4 

• blood of their ancestors^ and ^hinet Was this foul 
^ charge true ? 

Charles. . Hav^hey gone^so de^p' into kingly 
secrets I But it was true, too true. Yet they should 
remember, that the resources of our^ kingdom were 
weakened, and that we needed money to support our 
state and government. It wasrii> prevent the burdens 
of taxation. 
^ Cowper. What ! take bribes from France because 
England was poor — and to support thy government ! 
History says*lt was to supply thy pleasures, and to 
provide^ for court mummeries« Aiiid because Eng* 
land was poor? — for shame! I had rather it had 
been told that EngUshmen were beggars, than that 
their sovereign jhould wear the collar of a descendeilt 
. of St. Louis : their prince be the pander of foreigti 
France ! ^I blush for thee and n^y country; for was 
there ever a time, tell me, when England was too 
poor to Bpur out her heart's blood for her wise laws, 
her^ure religion, her natural throne? But whsd; say 

♦ ydu for your licentiousness and cQurtiy adulteries? 
What of the marriage bed profaned with iiiipunity, 
aye, and with praise, and all by thine own example? 

^ Charles, Psha^/ man ! ' Why \ tell thee our 

dayst were glorious and peaceful days— jr^feellion 
was punish«B and loyalty Rewarded. 

^ CowpW. Aye; the rebellion of Sidney and the 
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^ loyaltwf Jeffries ! Qharles Stuart, tbe blood of that 

^ man ^ries» finm^^^he s^caffold gainst thee! It was 
awAiUy avenged on thine infamous minister. 

Charles. Avenged, saidst thq|^^ My vengeance 
was but slight on him who leagued with CromweU 

^ ^d Bradshaw to murder my father, and then 'shnmk 

} from his blooi ; who retired to the groves of Pens- 
hurst, given to his a^estors by my anceijtors, that he 
might not look upon the innocent victim. Why did 
he not gather some of the spirit of his sires from the 

^ old oaks which, until ^n, had never shaded trea- 
son or traitpr? Why did he not come out, and cry 
against the deed on hill and house-top, iu palace or 
prison* Was he to be visited in mercy ? ^ ^ 

Cofwper, Nay; but it woijld have been madness. 
Thou thyself mightest as well have rushed upon 

> Croiuwell in his "pride of place," among his puritans 
and guardsmen, instead of crouching in disguise with 
thy father's friends, and waiting for occasid)^. And 
I warrant you, the old fox would Ijave recgived you • 
w;ith open jaws! But thou aaidst thy days were 

y glorious and peaceful days. • 

Charies, Aye ! and say it still. Was not Eng- 
land called merry England in my days, and was I 
not its merry monarch ? It isMtrue, I did not -^ray ♦ 
and f;^st in Igiolic to blaspheme and banqi]£fC in ]^- 
yate, as did the regicide hypocrites. And be$ides, the 
people had been kept so long in sackcloth Ikid ashes ^ 
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by those eantihg roundheads^ that they ^^tf^ for 
some relaxation, for diversions' and«an||s«men ts. 

•ijr Cotpper. Diversions and amusements, sayest thou ; 
* and peaceful andijnerry? There was a time when 
the war-cry oHSt. George for merry England would 
have been hushed on the battle-field, if such merri- 
'ment as thou talkest of had stained the escutcheons 
of our nobles, soiled the ermine of Justice, and dis- 
graced the princely sceptre : days, when amusement 
and diversion did not stand in our clear language for 
blsLsphemy and shamelessness. Well may we blush 
for thy reign, for prince and people; and on thee 
must the accusation rest. When they who sit in 
high places are open wa^sailers and unjust slaves, 
what think you must Me subjects be? How can 
the low lands but be overflowed when the torrent 
rushes from the mountain? Your father was at J 
least pious and moral. ^ • 

Charles, Aye, and was beheaded for his piety 
and mor^ty, and his son was ever^ determined to 
shim his fate. But^I will bear no longer thy re- 
peaches and rebul^es. j^ ^ 

• Cowp0i. Well, then, let us change the subject. 
Posterity says ye were low in wit as ye wtre high 
in vice ; and that ye 2id not feVeh redeem your degra- 

* dation in morals by your splendor in genius, which 
som^tim|3, like the exhalation from a marshy throws 
i^ a lustre around corruption. ^Do they i^y tme ? j 
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CStf^es. Whyj *!( do nof| think we were over- 
stocked witl^hflosophers; but we had some singing- . . 
birds. I bethink me now, there was the sweet and ^, 
melancholy Cowley, and my own frqlicksome friend, 
Rochester : a little wild perhaps, but a jovial fellow j 
and Tom D'Urfey; a merrier bard Rever trolled 
ballad, nor poured off bumper. Hij^« songs were 
exquisite ; the very d&rlings of true cavaliers* There 
was Buckingham, too, mine own counsellor; and 
there was Lovelace and his Althea. Love was his 
element : he was a gaUant and a loyal knight ! . 

C(ywper. And was there none otlier ? Cowley, I 
grant you, was musical in his melancholy: some- 
what conceited; but he hid the true English vein in 
him at times. And Dryden: hast thou forgotten 
hhn with hi» majestic march of verse ? Rochester 
was a pest and a disgrace, Buckingham and Tom 
D'Urfey are forgotten, "requiescant in pace;" but 
#ink !. was there not one moYe? 

■ 

Charles^' ?*fot one more ! What or whom mean 
you? 

Qoi^er. ^SiS there not one Milton, one John 
Milton^? . * * 

Charles. Aye^ som^ did sa^iJil^ was a goodly poet, 
that same writing rQttndhead : who was worse tjhan 
Cromwell, me arch-fiend himself; for the- Protector, 
as thevjcal^d him, fought .openly and bt)ldly,.but 
this rhymer was betterpleased with his safe closet for ' 
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a field, his beggarly books for sdldiers, and his ' £edse 
.^pen for a sword. Cromwell could only touch my 
'*« father's body; but he, this lurking assassin, woimded 
his fair fame. ^But in our time he was done with 
his tractates ; and his manifestoes and answers were 
thrown to the dogs ; and his verses, by the side of ^y 
gay Rochester's, were like the pipings of Marsyas 
to the divine reed of Apollo. Aye; my noble 
Rochester ! he was your man for a pretty girl or a 
drinking bout ! and yet he handled the pen well too. 

M. 

Why, I ^11 you, Milton was but a chirping grass« 
hopper to hifti. 

Cimper. Milton a chirping grasshopper to Ro« 
Chester ! Why, he.1|s the prince of poetry; and the 
verse of your age is identified with his name. He 
divides the pakn with Shakspeare; and Rochester 
is forgotten when Milton is mentioned. 

Charles. Ods fishy man ! why thou art running 
on finely! What, John Milton; the psalm-singiitg 
independent^^ the lying secretary, the blind proser ! 

(^fnoper. Aye^ wonder as you will, and jeer as 
you will. ^ That blind John Milton vMok a very sun- 
daring eagle in the firmament of English genius. 
He is the glory of ikigland, and the pride, aye, and 
the disgrace of your own reign. I tell you again, he 
- is a twin prince with the immortal of Avon. Ye 
thought, indeed, that he was mad, whe& he told you 
.bf his destined immortality; and ye said that he was 
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overpaid with the ^mkry tBa pounds, which your . 
booksellers gkve him ; but he knew better, and the^ ^ 
fame he prophesied is ignominy to the fame he pos-V ' 
sesses ; and the ten pounds multifjlied by tens of 
thousands, would never repay, if dross could, the 
pAj^e of his labors! He was bHnd, say^jre? but he 
saw farther than the clearest sighted of you, for he 
saw, through the mists of obloquy and disgrace, the 
light of his glory. He was poor, say ye? but he is. 
richer than the proudest of ye, in the fair i^emories ' 
of meUr He was a psalm-singing indepei^ent, say 
ye ? but the music of his pure and holy devotion 
shall die not but with our )||pguage. But I ^ow 
wanton in his praise. I tell'^fb, then, for all, that ' 
the blind beggar, the rh3rming secretary, and the 
psalm-singing independent, is remembered as the 
second father of English poetry, and not the least 
honorable or honored of English patriots. 
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A DREAM. 



-m. 



I AM a dieamer. The visions of the night have 
power over me — terrib 
that gives to the^woi 
an eljrsium of fairy si 
or better still, the 
plunges, me into scen< 

commotion: into Uie.most inaccessible haunts, wbete 
the light of the glprious sua would seem to have 
striven <lnth the spin^ of darkness, and to have 
yielded in the strii^Wirough the dungeons of the _ 
inquisition, poisoned ^nd^ foul with tha venomed 
breathing oi its brut|l^ inhabitants, or s^ and sor- 
rowml with the recotded griefs of those who lu^ve 
made friends of fetters : amid the moving moimtains " 
of the great deep, with its silent tales of " tall and 
richly fmg1||^ argosies," of forms of maii^y beauty;, 
and hearts of marUy pride and -power ! Such are 
the scenes to which I am transported, to realize in 

m 



fancy the agonies which reaUty has inspired. Never, 
never, after all tfl^ I have seen and acted, can 1 
deny the influence of the imaginafion upon its 
covering of clay, even unto the pangs of death. I , 
can believe on this point almost b^^nd the boun^ 
. of credibility and crediility, from th^fl^g^on of 
this influence upon myself. While oHRP^ laugh- 
ing at the stpries founded upon it as the excited 
efforts of the imagination, r too can laugh at thoee 
who would Hmit or define the faculties which God 
hath wisely appointed to be mystecies unto us, Ibtft 
which, bi 1 "e controlled to advance his 

inscrutable 1 haveiweeh those, who 

scouted the h " things rfiould overcome 

us Ulff^ 81 I" staggered and confeunded 

by tacts, w1 nt be questioned without a 

declaration of scepticism with regard to any and all 
human evidence. Reason becomes ridiculous when 
it is applied to test this wonderfiU infln^nce.' But to 
Biy dream. _It is tfie last andTnost distinct. Every 
thought, every hope, everjfc " fear tliat ki^cd hope," 
every lon^i^ and disappointtnent, are nving and z 
buming within me ! The hot tear, the hurried grasp, 
-the long struggle, the last bubbling cry, that told the 
end tif the combat, all " run molten still in memory's 
mould," in dekt, and strong, and irapvishable im- 
pressions. It is on this account I relate it. Many 
may have had such dreams, hut in few, perhaps, 
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have they tteen so huninonsly, so indelibly stamped. 
As 1 write, t shudder at the lecActioa. You may 
hare imaging from my expressitJns that it waa at 
sea. It was so. - Oui vessel was laige and strong ; 
her sails Were ApUying to the breeze ; all Was fair 
above, BJtttA beneath ; the long blue waves sunk 
gently iSmH^r hull as she leaped and pranced 
upon their backs. It was the hour of evenkig. None 
but those who haVe been on the ocean can conceive 
the glories of that hour. The broad red disk of the 
suiit; dipping and bur3ring, and covered, m the farthest 
wave that mingles wi mellow and 

trembling radiafioeiftJi top of each 

billow ; the spleijdid t light clouds 

which are gathered a: ss tl^death 

scene of departing d most have 

sworn that Bjtoq's 1 lece in that 

spot, as I uttered with the fervency of a long forgotlsD 
devotion ; 

" Ave Msria I over earth aad sea, * 

ThiadMtveDlieBt hour of hcBTen is iroithiegt thee." 

If was evening — yet a few moments, and the 
shadows on the waves grew darker and darker : the . 
sails looked in the growing obscurity like the white 
wings of some vast sea bird hurry^ to her nest, 
until at length all was lost in undistinguishable 
blackness : and it was night. " A change came o'er 
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the spirit of my dreatn." There were hurrying and 
trampling of feet^Jkd oaths mingled with the voice 
of. command. 1^ canvasis was in ribands, and 
now and then by the lightning we could discover its 
fl^gikdhts, torn and white, amoi^ the irregular 
waves: The timbers creak^. rThdjMer through 
which our ship was flying, rose aIoS|Pr sides in 
mingled flame and foain, and ' looked when the 
sii^den gl^am lightened oveor.it like the hot flanks 
of the gallant steed. Among the men there was no 
ihuttering, no sound/ no sign of cowardice. The 
flash which showed thS* face of a seanian showed* the. 
face of ahero. They^ lookift^ life Vtien who knew 
their doom was come:, that to repine was folly, to 
resist was impossible. They clung indled*^ to the 
rigging, but it \«pb with the convulsive grasp, that 
marks the pf edomin^icy of natural jjistinct over Ijip 
fiflliest resolutions, and the most feaflets spirit One ' 
by one they were swept away —not a ,groa$i, not a 
s^nd was heard ; but after th<r rusSi- of each, wave, 
the question that hastily uttered remained unan- 
swered, told eloquently and sadly, that ^^R)ther unit 
was withdrawn from the sum of human existence." "* 
As for jnyself, I h^d hopes — I clu»g to my hold 
beitKimbed' and wearied. The gray and sullen 
mojning dawnq4« Yesterday it dawned on many a 
stout form, and warm heart — the strength of the 
one had been useless, th^warmth of the other was 
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cold for ever. I looked in every direction to discern . 
a sail. Nothing was to foe s4|^^ but the billows 
heaving and swelling, as the wrStler pints after a 
desperate conflict. The vessel was sinking slowly 
but surely. I Ragged myself by strong e^lpfts to 
the top. ItMibvas the last plank that separated me 
from th^i|Hp)uring element. The water rose 
gradually. I gazed eagerly till all sight seemed to 
be lost. I felt the wat^r as it touched my fd6u 
It rose. It was up to my neck. I loosed my hold 
wiA a shriek. I tose and ^sunk, and r(Jse and 
sunk'agaiDi. I" felt the watfer bubbling from my- 
mouth. I suii|yiQwn, down^^down among hideous 
forms. There were the whale^afe^ the kraken, and 
the dolphii. ' I knew by tfae l:(||||p^ss I had reached 
the bottom.- J felt abound. /TJlbre-was a voice 
(jailing to me. It calkd me once, twice, and again ; . 
and I awoke t^hear the awful sound that summo^d '^ 
me to bjjpajrf^t ! * ' ^ 
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ON THE 0FBURN8. 



The people of Scotland have always been famed 
for the sweetness and variety of their music and 
song. The causes of this reputation, may, we think, 
be easily traced in the circumstances which attend 
their lives, and form their habits. We beUeve it is 
now pretty well settled, since the time of Montes- 
quieu, that the influence i^ climate and country on 
the character, is extremely great. The gayety and 
light-heartedness of the French peasant, may easily 
be attribu(|fl to the produetiTeness of his soil, and 
the kindly beauty of his sky ; the luxurious 
indolence of the east, to its enervating breezes and 
"la^ pacing clouds"; the proud and haughty 
freedom of the English, to theii insulated siluatjon, 
and their melancholy but generous7a§hng to their 
clouded heavens, and the wilder indept^dence of 
the Scotch and Swiss, %)gether. withjtheir more 



*t ON THE POETRY OF BURKS, 

moderate excilement and saving prudence to their 
^ mountainous and barren hills and heaths. It is this 
last cause of Scotch pecuharity which leads us back 
to the subject of of Scotland, 

and chiefly of B y face of its 

country, 'wttch i and of song. 

It is this, which m into feuds 

and clans, whicl iced martial 

feeling and limited communion among themselves, 
tltt sources of those Mrains which express and echo 
in every note the strength of their Attachments and 
their enmities. Every mountain peak, every valley 
and cave and loch, were known from childhood to 
the dwellers in their recesses, and were familiar to 
, , ibeir imaginations, as the abodes of uifeartbly spirits, 
I or mingled in their memory with some wild and 
wondrons deed. To this fact, we may refer for the 
love of locality which characterizes their songs. 
They abound in allusions to peculiar battle-fields and 
tr5rsting knowes. The hero of their verse combats 
eimid scenes which yet echo to the ga&ering cry, or 
to the victorious lay, or to the lament for the gallant 
dead; or breathes Ijis tale on the rock or in the 
valley which is consecrated to s^e gentle recollec- 
"' tion, and has been the haunt of plighted faiths and 
simple loves' for centuries. The sub-<Iivisions of 
which we have spoken, led them to such an intimate 
connection with each otb^ that when there was no 
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monstrous example of oppression, a claji resembled 
a large family closely knit together by mutual 
inter^ and affection, and all looking up to their 
chief with re' Him thay were 

bound to foUo | they were to risk 

' and sacrifice ! 1 wealth ; and his 

wrongs-they « rs they shared with 

the quick loire 1 in return, he was 

to protect tbeir fiimilies and provide for their support, 
jA^ecide their quarrels, a^ sanction their unions; 
find tojx in word andin deed the nursing parent of. ■ 
his vassals. Here then are a thousand subjects for 
minstrelsy, and these furnished many a ballad and 
many an air of singular beauty and power, which 
yet live warmly in the memory of Scotland, and 
proudly in the music of the world. But previous to 
the time of Bums, many of the airs were adapted to 
Gaelic words, whose fume was hmited to a clan or a 
district. Besides, many, even of those songs which 
had not been sung to the mountain language, 
possessed the peculiar allusions we have mentioned, 
which although giving to them a deep interest to the 
peasantry of the land, rendered them flat and barren 
to strangers. Thus^ve shall find, even now, that 
an air which still preserves its origiaal thoughts 
and words in parts of Scotland, is clotbed in ot^ 
parts, or in other countries, in an entirely diflferent 
dress. Moreover, although ^ere were maiiy names 
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connected with the authorship of these songs, they 
were imperfectly preserved by rude tradition, or 
limited in their obscure reputation ; there was yet no 
poet who could be called emphatically the bard of 
Scotland. At len^, in Robert Burns arose one who 
might justly claim that ajfiellation, who bom from 
the people, was the Jk)et of the people ; who gave to 
their music songs whick- being nature itself, were 
fitjfed to find an answering chord in every heart, and 
whose Ystfne not seen darkly through the mist of 
years, will be immortal as thd hills of Albyn, and not 
•*' confined to them, the property and pride of the 
universe. Burns was descended from humble 
parents of scsuity means, and little education or 
knowledge. His first essajrs in verse were made at 
the handle of the plough, and though rough of 
course, ^nd unclassical, displayed deep power ^of 
l€Uigqag6 * and strength of feeling. His life and its 
inqpdents, it is not necessary to mention. He lived, 
and died poor in pefujiiary matters. His haughty 
spirit of independence made him often reckl.ess of 
his true interests, and disgusted sincere and long 
suibring^ friends ; while his careless extravagance 
would have kept Hm in poverty, if he had inherited 
immense wealth. But we are^ot to try or judge a 
mind aiid he^rt like his, by the ruleS of worldly 
prudence. His thoughts and impulses were the 
same ; his heart and mii)d, right or wrong, were never 
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separate. He coald not reason coldly^ oh a subject, 
fyr he acted without reasoning. Wherever his 
feehngis prompted, his arguments followed; and are 
we to sit in judgment on the creature of impulse and 
eircumstance, and expect to i^ his every action 
regulated by the comiS^ caution of every day 
minds? If we are to ub this, Ve must, in justice, " 
consent to forfeit the deligh|B of song, the raptures of 
genius, the extended reachings of superior intellects; 
we must lose the fancy tf Collins, the pflromise of 
Chatterton, the English sweeto^ss of Goldsmith, the 
splendid blazing touches of Byron, the image of 
nature and beauty in Bums. I look upon these 
men, as God has made them, foolish, even beyond 
human folly, but wise almost with the wisdom of . 
the Deity. I^ecognize in'them, the remains of that 
earlier man who stood upon the subject earth, and 
yet held converse with Seraphim and Cherul^m;4 
)3Ut only the remains, for even while I .worship #ie 
splendid ruins, I lament the wreck and ^mbols of 
the faJJ. 

But our business at present is with the poetry of 
Bums, and to that we shall return. He fras, Ve 
have said, the poet o£Ae people, ^he Scotch have, 
perhaps, a stronger iiational character than any 
other peopl^and this character pervades the whole 
country. The poet of one part of the land, and 
especially such an one as Burns, imbued with all 
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their prejudices, and clothing their prevailing pas- 
sions with the magic of his yerse, soon became the 
« idol of Scotland. Next to Shakspeare, I do not 
know atnan whose reputation is so enviable as that 

• of Bums. His sopgs are known and sung where 
printing could not reach^ or would nOt be of use. 
Every farm and cot, every field and hill, every vale 
and rock, echo to his strains of love ; but, beyond 
this, they reach every heart in every country ; they 
ate freshly remembered when the more showy 
efforts of great composers have been admired, mur- 

• dered, and forgotten ; they are the delight of palace 
and parlor, and preserve a living place in the affec- 

• tions of evBry man whose soul is open to melody or 
taste. We have spoken of his first efforts as being 
BDUgh but powerful ; but a circumstance, the com- 
mon incident of every life, prodiJced in him conse- 
quences such as few men could feel. He fell deeply 
and passionately in love with a young girl in his- 
neighboriiDod, of low extraction and endowments ; 
but if we may judge fi^om her power over Mm, of 
extraordinary natural qualities. "Whenever he 
speaks of her, his tenderness and puiftyt^ wonder- 
fill, and we might fancy then^the productions of a 
scholar, did they not possess a grace beyond the 
proudest rules <fif Art -^^ and after het death, his 

■ lamentations for her, his cherishing of her memory, 
his recollections of her gentle love, and th6 tokens 
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they exchanged, are expressed in language to which 
verse could add no poetry* The stanzas beginning, 

Tbou lingering star, with lessening ray, 
That lov'st to greet the early mom, 

« 

embody the essence of al^ the tenderness that broken- 
hearted love could feel) and the substance of all the 
impassioned elegies that ever were written. It is 
a singular fact, which we may remark here, that 
whenever he rises into great beauty of soijg^ Jiis 
thoughts are expressed in pure an4 simple English, 
while his more homely, but not less touching 
passages are dashed with the language and idioma 
of his country. Thus, for instance, when he soars- 
in the Cotter's Saturday Night, into something of 
sublimity, he breaks out — 4 

The^ kneeling down to Heaven's eternal King, 
The saint, the father, and the husband prays ; 
'< Hope springs exulting on triumphant wing," 
^ That thus they all shall meet in future days, 

There ever bask in uncreated rays, ' 

gjbi more to sigh or shed the bitter tear, 
^Vogether ^ymning their Creator's praise, 
In such sdeiety, yet still more dear. 
While cite^p^^ine moves round in an eternal sphere. 

We have spoken ft his love songs. It is sufficient 
to iSay tha^ they are the finest t in the language. 
They form a, collection from which true love for 
ages may draw its images, and to whose notes it 




% 



\ 



% 



^: 



» ON THE POETRY OF BURNS. 

will assuredly «echo. His humor was uncommonly 
rich and peculiarly Scottish : it consists part of it in 
attacks #n the clergy^ one or two political satires, 
and sonxHocal productions.^ But his greatest work 
in this line is his Tarn O'Shanter ; a poem, which for 
natural wit, graceful narrative, and eloquent touches 
of reflection, is unrivalled.' His description of the 
imt, the landlady, the rising joys of the bacchanals. 
Tarn's wit, and the laughing chorus of wretches as 
. hljllpeeked as himself, the chase of tUe hags and the 
hairlH'eadth 'scape ; all are before us in living colors. 
One of his happiest works is a medley, which 
displays the versatility of his genius in striking relief, 
together wfth the looseness of his morality. It 
represents a joyous collection of beggars assembled 
at a froUc, who sing their songs in a wild and lawless 
spirit of enjoyment. The first is the song of ja 
soldier, who, like a worn out steed, is yet S:eaMy to 
prick up his ears, at " the sound of the drum ;" and 
among th^remainder, strange to say, is <hat delight* 
ful music, 

A hififKland I«d.my1ovt was born^ 

The lowland laws he held in scofiw; ^ 

n 

' ffo rfhow his graphic powers of describing, take 

^this one yers* from the poem. Bnagine the j^ly 

beggars at ^e pitch of revd and rapture, and tfie 
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chief called on to swell the merriment, and then 
read the following- four lines — 

Then rising rejoicing 
Between hii two Deborah's, • * 

Looked round nim and found 'em 
Iinpatie«t for the chorus. 

It is a picture worthy i^of Burns to conceive, and 
Teniers or Wilkie to express on canvass. 

The only remaining characteristic we shall speak 
o^ is his devoted patriotism and proud ^d||(|D' 
dence. He was distinguished always for the latt^ 
quality, in every period of his life ; and even when 
worn down by disease, his eye dimmed,^ his 3pirit 
broken, his energy gone, he asked his pubUsher 
for money, it was with an air of one who claimed 
a right and conferred an honor. He loved Scot- 
land as a Scotchman always loves her, with pure, 
unaltered, undivided affection. He was her own 
poet in every respect ; he sang of , jier victories : and 
" Scotts wha hae wi' Wallace bled," wo^jild animate 
her^Mns evel5 in defeat ; of love, and the gentle 
swam tells the^elf-same tale to his mistress in the 
ve^p" wo$(^ of Burns J of her scenes of mirth, and his 
sfrair^ enlmn many a-rainy night, and make many 
an*hi(jnest Tam, *^fou ajid imco' Jiappy***.. Those 
wtlo Tfrish to see this spirit iorindependence, mii^ 
read his letters, and they .breathe it u\ every word, 
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while his poems afford a noble marriage of hi^ , 
thoughts with homely and yet beautiful rhyme \ 

a 

Im there for honeit poverty, 
'^ Wfio hangs his head a^d a' that ; 
'The coward slave, we pass him by, 
And dare be poor for a* that 

These then were his three great characteristics : his 
descriptions of love in all its shapes, his fund of 
original humor, and his high-hearted and manly 
feelings. These are the qualities which endear him 
beyond expression to his countrymen, and make 
him the property of the world. We are not to look 
in Bums for long and great conceptions, for not- 
withstanding Doctor Johnson's estimate of genius, 
Burns could no more have written an • epic, than 
Johnson could write poetry ; and for the same reason, 
it was not in. him. But in his peculiar and difficult 
walk he stands alone. Moore resembles Jjim yj 
many points : in his love for music, in his hum6r, 
in his patriotism and independence \ but in aff the 
higher qualities of sohg writing, he Si^s far ll^low 
him. He is very graceful, and abounds in beautiful 
conceits ; such jas a man of fine imagimltion wii|i}d 
utter when he was not in love. Burns on the 
contrary sings a song whose every note is nature, 
arid every feeling deep, intense, and absorbing love. 
Moore is a voluptuary — he revels ijtth Eastern 
beaiitf", is lulled by the waters of Bden. and dreams 
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of dark-eyed houris ; Bums is a simple Scottish 
youth, foil of passion, breathing his sighs of every 
day occurrence, and telling 
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His shepherd tale 
Under the liawthom in the dale. 

Moore delights in splendid imagery and corres- 
ponding language; Bums touches with a single 
simple phrase, a single simple chord, and it stirs the 
whole soul with the thrill of^affection. Mooi»'s 
verse is the dulcet eloquence of a practised flute,' 
rolling delicious volumes of sound; Burns is the 
warbling of the bird in his* native wilderness of 

m 

boughs ; 

The Ihinet in simplicity, y* • 

In tenderness the dove. 

But more than all beside, was he 

The nightingale in loveu 

X 

We have spoken of his enviable popularity ; and if 
to be#enshrined in the heart of a whole people, to 
be claj^d an^^ jrecognized as their poet, to hold in 
subjection and !*way at will their prejudices and 
paagjdtns, to^vhave one's memory reverenced to 

idolatry, ana one's name inscribed first On the roll 

» ■ 

which they have destined to immortality, is enviable 
popularity, Robert Bums may challenge the world 
ta display a prouder or a purer one. 

M DCOC ZXVIII. Il ^f ' W 
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ON THE MISSION TO PANAMA. 
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As this is a ||iestion which occupies the present 
attention of the Hterary world, and has been ably 

and eloquently canvassed on the floor of our 

* 

national legislature, we shall consider it not unbe- 
coming to offer a few deisultofy remarks on its 
general merits. Th« principal objection urged in 
t^e.negative, is dra.vn from the wis. and en^>hatio • 
admonition of the first president 'of our union, and 
the ftrat man o£ his tiiBJ^ In the last legacy of his 
love and care for our future interests, he exhorts us 
to iceep aloof frdkn " entangling alliances." Faithful 
to this admonition, if the object of the proposed 
ifivitaticm wef c to pledge the people of thes6 United 
States to any particulair set of measures, or to the 
support of afty p^tical crusade, it would well 
become our statesmen to keejp aloof, ^e will go 
further. If Its object or effect would be 'to fetter us 
in any wiSe, ^prevent that perfect freeB^ which 
we now. en;jpy^V^d exercise in our choice of ^ 
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expedients at home, o* iu^duf conduct with foreign 
{latijoas, it would weU becdmfe themr to beware ; but 
uniess these obj^ts and this effect Aall be proved 
to us, we sliall comu&e to wish for its acceptance. 

* * 

As fiur as the discuajuon has proceeded, wh^t are 
the proofe ? TSo alliances' are exhibiteJff no eiftan- 
glements demanded. The invitatifen, if we urtJer- 
stan.d it aright, is general. We are ri^ested to 
send representatives to a congress to be hotden 
at Panama. How this can be construed into au 
entangling alliance, we xfannot conceive. But the 
genius of p6htics can and does. Its oppone^ts 
baffled Snd at |ftulj by the"*feunpHcity of this request, 
leaving the dry^ detail of faot, cesort to the more 
fertile soik- of conjecture. TniK^tell us we shall *be 
entrapped, inveigled, ^duced into a surrender of 
imx interests. They tell ite,^we may perchance 
. give up our contentment fBlour qi^et, without an: 
equivalent, {for if it be true, what equivalent can be 
given,) and that theie opindkSjts %ay i^ want the 
authority and assistance 6^ a respectable quotation ; 
they bid us,»tfi[/ the language of Washington,*^ 
beware of •* entangling. ^liances." If this be the 
contracted prficy w&^are to pursues if, while we 
feel safe for the present, we a^ not to forward that 
cause whiib must be oux future safety; we, aj^jMie 
advoc^tt of such reasoning, are '■||[^'t< capable of 
.apprecfliqig the blessings we enjoy. "The people of 






ON THE MISSA)N TO Pift^MA. ^ 

the United States, are* in a manner, bound to extend g 

by all honorablf meaiia?*coqsjfetent i^th their/v^ll ^ 
being, if not to Europe, at least tQ our brethren of 
America, the rich, privileges «[f indepefi|lenc^. Bijt 
let us suppose for a moment, that ihie purpose of 
thi»^congrefK be> to intefpBet treaties, and to fix the 
relation of Amatica with European Y^wers : is there 
not sound^olicy in such a project wisely executed? 
Th^ime <idll come, we hope, when all America 
shall be firmly knit and cemented- together by a 
geiieral communion of i^l^sts and similarity of, 
iteling, with regard to the rest of tha world, ll not 
this desirable?— ^ and 1* it* be, what can more 
^ectnally tend t(^u#h'a res||K, than such ao«n- ^ 

-gresB? We do not-^agine that there will be any ■% 
artifice to delude or ensnarg us. It cannot be the 
interest of the Soutlf^merican deputies to involve • 
us in Qi$culti^,*the JHkf which will be a^ibilte(]|| ;. 
to, and may return iipcm tl^em. But to come back 
to ourselvipi, AJrltjeie n^injtiries to be feared, if 
we reject this invitation? Is our growing com- 
l^ce, viewed as it is with the jeatowsr eye of rl^ajry ♦ 
by Great Britain, nothing I Is this .pitolific branch 
of Qur wealth in peace, an^cftp safety in w&r; 
this which suppKslsfinvigoraTOs, and consumes our 
a^lllpltural and manufali^ing pro(%tts, nothing ? 
Can there, WH^ n)^stakes (laying aside en^jmotives) 
as to our warns and wishes ? . ^m. 
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vast extent of territory, purified by American labor, 
^ haf^y: throug||[. AmericW* freedom 9 an illustrious, 
, ^nd we would Aope^ an eternal monument of both. 
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exertion is certainly 
Eispect. There is an 
• 3vtedge among the 

society. The school- 
[ sentence of Brough- 
' d the rays of science ■ 

are pien,etratiiig into the hovels of' the poor and the 
i^orant, with an influence as Vartn, and almost as 
rapid, as the hght oifWe natural sun exerts on the 
shjBows of thafeoiyiing twilight. This influence 
ijiay be ridiculed and denounced by the aristocratic 
slaves of legitimate opinions ; they may laugh at the 
flStesses of those wh9 feel, for the first time, the 
worth and:the strength of4heir own ifiindsAlSit the 
day is coming, andnhat qui*j|fly, when these w6i4d- 
be autocrats in the reahns •Tleaming^all find'the 
, stren^h of their efforts whom kaow^dge will make 
free, when Ae pwny powers which thiijhM stop the 
triumphal car shall' be crashed beneath u& wheels, 
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aad- like the original .Ider "e^enues. of xnan, shall 
curse while th^y worship, and tremble while they 
believe. Whil^ however, we rejoice at the glorious 
i^rospect, and proph^ that ^e present generation 

, is sowing th^ seed of a rich, moral, and mental 
harvest, we must be allowed to offer a few 
preliminary observations., Q^' the questioa : whether 

. this increase wiU tend to the.pjroduction of great 
literary works. . The argument in &vor of the 
affirmative, is extremely AreiKe. It. is true, that 
the advance of knowledge will increase the call for 
books, and their value when obtained. But u% 
fortunately,A\re do not think, that in literature^ tfie 
supply will alwayar be relidy for the demand. 
Take, for inji||bce, our own tin^e. Let us cast our 
eye over the wid^ extent of Great Britain, and our 
own country, with^heir vast reading population, 
.and then ask*for^e great^jperary productions to 
satisfy their ufavings,. We do not |peak now o^he 
useful arts ; in these the age is fruitful ; but we^ask, 
where are our epics and our dramas. Our plain 
answer must be this. Our epics *re n^jt^ except we 
take Wordsworth, and Sou they, -and, ^Ba:riow, as 
successors to the bard of seven cities,. *and tjie swan 
of Vantua, and our o^^ Mibon ; ^iid as for the 
drama, we ask pardon of Shakspeare and FlG|pher, ' 
and Ben Jonson, while w^compsu^ them with the 
rant of Mlturin, and ^the .bashfiil jhJ|v^^ ^^ ^^^^ 
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Byrcm. The fact is^ akhoifis^h we have not ma- 
turely considered the jsubjoct^ vre are half inX^Mlxed 
to think, that the different aspects which literaturtsi 
formerly {^resented froi!l^t]|at wUch it no^ exhibitS|^ 
resemble the difference between a country, whose 
general appearance is barren,, but its mountainous 
parts i^parkMng with gold, '' flaming as rival to its 
sire, Ae sun," and th^ broad level savanna^ waving 
witj^ rich grftin, but presenting fewer ^xtinences to 
the eye. And ' yet*we should not complain of this 
result.^ We should be willing, that the luxuries of 
literature should be sacrificed to the diffusion of its 
ohescper comforts. We , have, however, "^adly waai- 
dea^ from our origuia^ubject, which was the .very 
-4ertil%Dne of EngUt^ Comedy, and tffl^esult of our 
meditations may be shortly comp«ilfcd in the remark, 
tl^t it has exceedmgly degenesjited. The cause of 
this degeneracy is said^^p be cha%ea]Sle to the age. 
Bu4lkre do hot fe^ so nmch faith in thisMassertion as 
do those who are intef^ted to believe it. Men are 
the same in all times ; a^d human nature is never 
finely displfjKd #ithout applause. Are we to be 
told, or can we believe, that if Shakspeare pr Ben 
Jonson were now to arise, and lay open the hidden 
secrets of the heajt, their works would be delivefed 
to eiflpty benches? Are we to think that our 
intellects are too jjposs to'enjoy the wit of Benedict, 
and the morali^itj? of Jaques, and the poeffy of The 
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Midsummer Nighfs Dream? And that our vulgar 
intellects can receive no enjoyment, but from 
painted shows and tinsel mockeries of state and 
^lendor f* We do not believe it The fault is not 
in the buyers, but the sellers. We aak for the 
delights of mind,' and they tickle us with the 
fooleries of sense; we ask for that which shall- 
improve the heart, and makjp a lasting impression 
on our conduct, and they give us only what is 
calculated to gratify "the ga|<ng eye of idiot 
wonder;" we ask for the nutriment to support, 
and the business to occupy a man, and they thrust 
upon us the sugar-plums and the rattle of a child. 
We are not io be told that all the flowers are 
gathered, £^H[that there can be no room for* 
originality. Uan^any man, who knows the infinite 

r 

variety which manland afforda-Zor wholesome satire) 
believe this? We answer, no. Why did not 
Sheridan make the same objection, and throw bphis 
pen. But he ventured into the field, and sucpegh 
fiilly pointed the finger of public scorn at the vices 
and follies of his day. Since As time, we have 
gradually grown worse, and now, for|||oth, satire 
sleeps and folly stalks unblushingl^yr through the 
land. While we thus mourn over ^e decline of 
English Comedy; it is delightAil to <}^i^\^ npon its old 
stores for present use, and tarn to tii^'t^riiters wf o 
hs|£e^^ae it illustrioiE$.and. il^funortai. ; The-'^nivt 
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we shall notice is Shakspeare. His comedies are 
remarkable for being comedos in the true sens^ of 
the word. They are not mere broad- farces, as most 
of our modem comedies are ; but uni^ pathos 
and poetry with exquisite wit and humor to a 
degree never before equalled. They are wonderfol 
■fhso in the generaUty of their characters. There 
are but two or thre^ of these throughout his 
works, which are individualized, strictly speak- 
ing: all bear the genera! stamp of a particular 
class of men, and each class exists now as it did 
then, so that the stronger points of his satire are 
as strijcing in their present as in their former appU- 
cation: Take, for instance, the char^ter of Bene- 
dict, end no man -nas seen too ^H of human 
nature to ^ow that he has met Mth many having 
the aeme general chijacteristics;" Hehas.pot mdeed 
encountered on0 possesauig the quantity or quality 
o£ Ifis wit ; but he has seen the good-looking man 
w^ professes himself a " tyrant of the sex," and 
rails at their "tongue, and Is delicate in his chtiice of 
"household dispHitions," and swears 'and talks 
himself iirtft a belief that he will sooner be hung 
than married, and then, " most lame and impotent 
conclusion," fills in love with the first who dotes 
upoi pn, . These are marks which 

naXa man as if almost to confirgi 

the of Shakspeare. The ■viMtof 
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Shakspeare is wit in the old and true sense of the 
word, one of the brightest exertions of intellect, and 
distinct from that humor which we find in Fat 
Jack, in 'Dogberry, in the Ciown in Af You Like 
It, in Toby and Ague-cheek. Do we look for pure, 
classical, deep-thoughted wit, let us moralize with 
Jaques, let us steal behind him as he lies along ' 9 

^< Under an oak, whoee antique root peeps out 
*Upon a brook that brawls along the wood,** 

and laugh and weep by turns, at- the follies and 
crimes of mankind. Let us bewail with Benedict 
the hapless fate of Claudio, who once loved "the 
music of drun^and fife," but has changed to the soft 
wooing "of ^1^ pipe and tabor f or with Claudio in 
turn, conclude from Benedict's "brushing his hat 
of a morning," " that the sweet youth is in love f or 
jest with Mercutio, whose wit, too exquisite for a long 
life, .makes ife short day a blaze of fency, and 
. expires in mirtli and merriment. The poeti|Pp 
his e#|^edies is scarcely exc^ded in his tragedidS, 
and of coOTse is not equalled b^ny thing else in* 
th^ ' jbmguage. The names of RoisaUiA||and Yiola 
, will awaken in every breast recollections of sweet 
words and noble thotights, of friendship and love, 
and all the pure affections,, jciyous and>|^ievous ; 
and the smile that dimples and the WT)e that weeps, 
are^o delightfully mingled, thaf wp^^affe as sorry m 



4^ 

4^ 



*■■ 



* 



* ON ENGLIS? COMKDV. n 

part \vith his sadness as we are glad to meet with 
his Burth« Next to Shakspeare stands Jonson, a 
iDan knbued with classical learning, and full of its 
best spirit. His Volpone is second only te Shaks- 
peare, ccmLmg musical, numbers and fine poetry 
with searching wit. It shows the influence of 
"tUtrarice, sacrificing all the emotions of the heart *at 
the altar of mammon. The father destroys his son, 
the husband tempts the chastity of his wife, the 
wife is ready to disgrace her husband, and all these 
things are the frjaits qf the " sacred lust of gold." It 
l^eads to us a deep lesson on the baseness of the 
heart, and the abandcmment of the principles, 
induced by that passion which makes a man live 
like, a, slave, die likj a fool^ be buriB| withgpt an 
affection to hallow his grave, and remembered for . 
the tiatred of those he injured, and the contempt of 
Ihose he cherished. With more pcffetry and less *? 
powerful satire than^Jonson, came Beaumont and 
Stai^)N Let all who admire Milton's Comus read 
in Fletcher's Faithful Shepherdess, the jmginal 
sources of many i# his finest thoughts and l§\veeteiH 
ex|)ressidn|||^- The comedies of these two write|(r*are 
rich fountains of delight to o^ie who loves ^o flririt 
of the " wjells of. English undefiled." 

Therer^ much b(»nbast scattered throughout • 
th?ir works^ lut there is also so much sweetness, so 
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touches, and so much pure wit, that we can par- 
don all their faults while we enjoy their beauties, 
*aiid,.-love the beauties even while we lament the 
faults. Of l^eir numerous works, there is only one 
which really keeps the stage; but there are others 
not inferior to it. The Chances, and ttfe Two 
Ndble Kinsmen, are two splendid productions, ai|p 
equal to their* Rule a Wife and Have a Wife, as 
great a favorite as is the last. Their satire is more 
local, and does not reach so far, as that of their 
gifted predecessors ; still each character, though it . 
may not apply so well to its modern antitype, is 
drawn with a fidelity to itself, a keeping in all its 
parts, a perfect consistency throughout, which 
scarcely yieijfe, even to the unquestioned master- 
spirits of the old drama. Next in rank to these, is 
Massinger. The play by which ^e is best known, 
The Fatal Dowry, is in our humble judgment, far 
inferior in merit to some others of his writiiigs. 
The City Madam, for instance, has one charact^i^in 
it pojwEiyed. alone with power enough to stamp him. 
witl]Spmortality, and tliat is the^haracter of Luke. 
He i& a man broken down by extra^npnce, and 
luring on the bounty of a rich brother, who is 
uitroduced (in the scene wh«r« Luke ias^t promi- 
nently painted) as a h£Lrd-h|prted and unfeeUng 
creditor. Luke stands forth as the advocate of the 
oppressed debtors, to plead for mefc3»%d compassion, 
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and his leasons are so wi;se, so true, so eloquent, a^d 
so persuasive, as to wring a reluctant reprieve. • It 
is indeed morality, adorned with allele enforce- 
iBents o%4ry, and wi^h an enthusiast that defies 
argumw% and chains us in conviction. In the 
jiext pointed situation, we see the humble brother a 
ilave to the caprices of the wife of his rich relative, 
fawning on both, and almost worshiping their 
wealth. In the next, there is a change; Luke 
presumes his brother to be dead, and* we find him 
the self-supposed heir of an immense estate, hugging 
himself on his wealth, and this scene opens with his 
splendid soliloquy on 4he blessings of the miser. 
The natural result ^f this change* is, that he 
. becomes a tyrant to his brother's . supposed widow . 
and orphan children; and the ^^ strange, eventful 
history" is concluded by his brother's return, and 
"his merited punishment* The sdiloquy we have 
mentioned, is similar, bu^ superior to Ben Jonson's 
in JPftie opening of Volpone ; but the character of a 
parasite in that play^ls superior even to Ifflbssin- 
ger's. We recommend this play to all who iiave 
appreciated^^ the Fatal Dowry, and love thej^ 
native language. Ford, who was before Massinger 
in order of time, is the last we shall notice of 
the^ older dramatists. His Lover's Melancholy 
is worthy of the age, and higher praise can we 
not l>ei^w; ^lilP Broken Heart is also essijuisitely 
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» 

^ affecting, and in BOiae passa^, Ford stands not 
dish(niored beside those, whose names we have so. 
unworthily^ mentioned. Thus much for the older 
dramatists, a body of 'men before \i;^ih|e genius 
aU modem ^ters sink into comparc^ti^littleness ; 
compared with whose sublimity and wit, Milton 
ialone can stand the test. To them may we award 
ite name of founders of our tongue, and fathers of 
our drama. To them we should refer a foreigner 
acquainted with our language, as the sovereigns of 
our comic verse, and feel a noble pride in telling 
him that they represent the majesty of our dramatic 
literature. To them, the comic muse hath vouch- 4 
safed her chgicest inspiration, and when they ]iour 

# it fortfi we adjnire, tod love, and worship at their 
bidding. • 
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HE LOST SHIP. 



The gallant ship rode far and fast 

Upon her own blue wave : 
That ship thi^ugh sun and gale had past 

Above full maay a grave ; ^ 
Where forms a^ fair, and hearts as warm, 
Had sunk beneath the conquering storm^ 

And might was vain to save. 

Through hurticane and tempest loud, 
Throii^ mountain seas on high^ 

That gaiknt ship had safely plor^hed, 
And (^ed the darkening skyy ^'^ "* - 

Trembluig had changed to firmness '^ l^rs, 

Called forth by mean or manly fears,. 
Had dried in many an ey^ ^ 

When she bad dashed'^o?er||Bl and vale, 
And bade the breakei^ roar 
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78 THE LOST SHIP. 

And vainly rage, while her proud ssdl 
^ ^ Was bellying for the sKope ; • 

But now thp light she loved to hail. 
The wild storm spirits' wrathful wail,^^ 
She feels, defies no more. ^^^ 

She hath gone down a«d carried there, 

To ocean's coral cells, 
The young, the high endowed, the fair, 

All that with genius dwells ; 
Hearts that were formed to do and dare, 
Yet doomed to (Me and perisdv. where 

No stcmc? their story tells. 
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She hath gone down ; the troubled se^ 
Rolls its blue waves above them yet ; 

For whom the tear flowed fast and free, 
For whom bright cheeks were pale and wet ; 

And dl is vain— proud death ! with thee, 

All earthly strei^h is mockery 
h ^ VFhen thou and man have met« 

She hath gone down ; and buried deep. 

Those glorious forms are lying, ^ 

Hushed by the billows' voice to sleep, 
^ Nor wakedhbfvn^^'sighing, 
Nor prayers could shield, nor tears could keep 
Suqh forms from deatHjjj. these ye mayNr^ep, 
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Tl^ese^ not their souls, for they have fled, 
Risen firoift mansions t^f the dead, ^ 
^ To realms of life imdying, 

To waijpU, buried hoste shaH wake, 

Roused by His coming whose bowed head 
Bade death from his dark cell outbreak, 

When gaped the speechless earth for fear, 
And burst thp temple's holy vail ; s ' 

And priests and people quaked to hea^ 
And 1 jps and cheeks grew deadly pale, ♦ 

With terror smitten dread : ' 
Until, the angel tones that spake; * 
When sang the morning stars on hi^ 
Shall say to e^h, " awake, awake," 
And thunder forth in majesty, 

" Dark sea, give up thy dead." 
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tt.'SK^Y, away to foiest shades ! * 

Fly, ijb with me the haunts of men ! 

m 

• I would not giT^ rixy sunlitglades,^ 
-Jl^y^talkihg stream, and silent glpp, 
J!fl^:*all &e pageantry of slaves, • 

Tkeir fettered lives and trampled graves. 

Away from wealth ! our wampum strings 
i Ask not the toil, the woes of them, 

From whom the lash, the iron wrings 
^ ' The golden dross, the tear soiled gem ; 
'^i^" Yet bind^ur hearts in the pure tie, 

That gold or gems could i^ver^bty. \ , 

And power ! what is'it ye who jute 
. - ' The halMs without the souls ? oh, ye ™ 
Can tell, how mean ther tinselled fi|ol, 

With all hisJioUow mockery ! 
The slave of slaves who hate, yet bo\^^ 
Wth|^erving lip, but scorning brow. 
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THE INDIAN. 31 

And love, dear love ! how can they feel 
The wild desire, the burning flame, 
^That thrills each pulse and bids us kneel — * 
The nower of the adored name ; 
The gWMttce that sins in -the met eye, *• 

Yet loved for its idolatry ! 

c 

, Ttjey never knew the .perfect bliss, ^- - 
To clasp in the entwined bower * 
Her trembling fi^rm, t6 steal t]K^ kisl^ « 

She woulcf deny, butliath not power ; 
To Jhft that voice that charms th^efgr©ve, 
And trembles when it tells of love. "^ ' 



Nor have (ln^ felt the pride, the'-thrill, 
When bounding for the fated deer ; 

O'er rock and sod, o'er vale and hill, 
The hunter flies, nor dreams of ^ar, 

And brings his maid the evening prey, i*- , 

To speak more love than woros'Hjan say. "• 

Hai^ffSiey in death the sod, the ^tones, 
^ The silence of the shading tree ; 
Where glory decks the storicS bones 

Ofhim whose life, whose death was free ; 
And minstrel mourns his ^tm whose blpur 
^he foeman cowered and quailed below? 
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No ; they confined and fettered, they 
The sons of sires to &ine unknown, • 

With nerveless hands and souls of clay, * 
Half life, half death, loathe, but liv«ton ; 

And sink unsung, ignobly lie 

III dark oblivion's apathy. 

Poor fools ! the wild and mountain chase,- 
' Would rend their frail and sickly forms; 
Bui for their God, how would they fiice 
Our bands of fire, our sons of stftrms : 
Breasts that have never recked of fears, 
Alii eyes that leave to women, tears. 

• « 

They tell us of their kingg',^ who gave 
To them our wild, unfettered shore j 
To them! why let them claim the wave, ' 
And hush its everlasting roar ! 
' >«then may we own their sway, but hark, 
Our warriors never miss their mark. 

Away, away from such as these oHe ^r 
Free as the xdld bird on tfte. wl 

I see my own, my loved green trees, 

I hear our black-haired maidens sing ; 
J fly ftoxa such, a world as this, 

To rove, to love, to live in bliss ! ^ 
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TO A CHAINED EAGLE. 



Thou king of birds I earth's meanest fool can laugh 

at thee, whose reign ' i^ » 

Was far, far up, where man's dull oi4^ may gaze 

and gaae in vain ; 
The thunder's mark, the splintered rock, were 
y palaces of thine, 

•; Yet thou art here, thine eye is sad, and tears shall 
, ' sully mine. ^ 

Thine were the clouds, their thick daJJJp' forms 
^ pavilioHBd thee about, \ A 

TromjHkl|e like coUied midnight's flash, that eye 

l<5ppl :^^ely out ; 
Thy footstool, earth's* far summit ! there thou sat'st 

to scorn the world. 
Thy wing was bathed in G9d's own light ; alas, that 
.faring is furled. « 
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The tfaunder communes not with thee^ the light- 
ning passes by ; 

The young, the free, the unfettered taravey it scathes ; 
thou canst not die ! ^ 

Nobly and proudly thus to die, to them alone is- 
given, ": . 

The flashing jaeteors ofiiihi^ world, the chosen ones 
of heaven! 

Ohr had'st thou fidlen in thy flight to dare the rising 

sun, 
Upon thine own ptoad battle-field dying with 

. victory won; 
Or had tfiiae eye grown dim with age, not with 

excess of light, 
Yielding to time the triumpher, yet braving him in 

might ; 
Or soaring up widi pinions proud above these walls 

of space, 
Closed on the sceptred hand of Jove, thine qwn 

appointed place ; 
Ck winging downwards fiur away, where storms ^ 

thunder break, *^ '^^^^ 




Scorning the river's puny wave, spifrning the un- 

rippled lake ; 
There, seated on some mountain swell, communing 

with the gale. 
Flashed^ last lightning glance around, sui^Mj^ 

witirout a wwl : ^^^ 
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But here, why should such thoughts awake, a 

captive and a slave, 
Thou caii$t not spring from chains of earth into 

tUne own concave; 
The pinion that hath borne thee once, is clipped, 

and thou art here, 
And thou couldst wee^, ^t that thine eye, hath 

never known a tear. 
Thou sittest in sullen silence here, 'midst tauntsimd 

mockery ; 
Oh, for one glorious hour, thou criest, one moment 

of the free. 
This wing should spread, this eye once more, be 

bright as heaven's own beam ; 
One glance, one spring, and far away — aye, 'tis a 

splendid dream. 
Why cannot such bright dreams beirue? the hopes 

and joys of man, 
So^ up to heaven as thou hast soared, yet di^jvhere 

i they began. ^' 

^he mind whose flight is far, must droop, its eye fte 
^ dim in night ; 
Thou art that mind in weal and woe, in darkness 

and in Ught. 
There was a heart and eye like thine, the world 

shall tell the tale, 
p^m the kindling of that eye, his proiidest foes 
ewpale; ^ 

8 
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Yet died he as the venest slave, fettered Jn all but 

heart, ^, ^ 

Captive, enchained, yet all unquelled — tmblem of ' 

him thou art. d^ I 
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tAbifeast of belshazzar. 



The king sat on his throne, 

In gold, and gems, and purple pride, 
And gathered as rays 'around the sun, 
^ Were #rarriors at his side ; 
*rhe famed in council, the foremost in field, 

The tongue that could charm, and the nerve that 

n 

could wield, 
Were called to the royal feast ; * ♦ 

And there had the pride of the victor displayed, 
Th€^ spoils of the vanquished and slave, and Mrayed 
The wealth that had bitterly, bloodily paid, 
i:*f The crimes of the glorious East. 
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There was beauty in that haU ! 

The loveliest forms and the brightest eyes, 
Lips whose kisses could never p«Bl, 
Bosoms that throbbed to the youngest sighs*. 
Of 14k^ first pure passion ; Oh ! sweeter that kiss,. 
That sigh in the fiilness of early bliss. 



^ THE FEAST OF BB^IHAZZAR. 

■ 

Than a life of dall3ruig, lingering lo^e ! 
The stings of this world are foi^tten, one dreanii 
Like the blue sununer sky in the joyous stream, 
Hangs oyer and hallows, and make^it seem 

A pure reflection of heaven above. f 

There "vSb music m that haU ! 
# Strains of ^oricM sound that fell, 

On the spell-bound ear like the waterfall, 
With its rushing sheet and dancing swell ; 
The heaving heart, and the sparkling eye, 
Confessed and crowned the melody 

As it sweetly floated round ; 
And the sigh, the sob, and the crimson flush, 
And fear's pale hue. and love's warm blush, 
Like the proud seaTfoUowing surges rush ; 

And the sbul is a slave to sound. 

'Piere was wine upon that board ! 

The goblet sparkled bright. 
As the rich red juice was freely poured. 
With its glancing, bubbling light ; 
As it kissed the brim it far outshone 
The gem that was proudest where gems were 
, strown; 

Thick as stars in the blue midnight ; 
They quafled, the heart was glad, the eye 
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Danced in its borrowed ^riptkncy, * *. * 

And the pulse of love grew warm and high 
With joy and passionate might. 

^ There's terror in that hall ! 

Gone is the color fron^flushing cheek — 
There is a spell on the^festival jj^ 
Eye cannot Ughtei^ip cannot speak : 
Fallen the red goblet, wine like rain, 
Floods the cold marble, hush'd the strain. 
Is echoed no more by the stilly heart ; 
Silence, pale silence, hath reared her throne. 
Where sounded the revellers', merrjrtone ; 
Th^ feast is broken, the revel is. done, 
And yet they may not pa^. 

Mark their prince's hurried breath, ;* 

Quivering lip, and fixed eye ; ^ 

He hath seen the sign, it speaks of death, 
* Of sceptre lopt, of power gone by ; 
It was not human, that severed hand. 
It moved not, wrote not, at man's command — 

It was God's own prophecy ! — 
And now the winds unheeded moan, ^ 
In the halls of haughty Babylon, ^ 
And the pilgrim's footstep Ipng ^md lone/ 

Echoes His victory ! ♦ 

K DCOC XZV. 
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« I ROVE throuA thy.deserted streets, iphale 
The-.a^osphere of centuries gone by, 
In sad reality ; while ghast and pale, 

Around the haunts of their mortality, 
Distinct to fimcys sight, are gathering fast, 
" Their cerements tarst," the spirits of the past. 

Had they but voic^i^could the buried speaJte ; 

Would they not speak in thunder ? Italy ! 
On ^y degeniratQ head ibeir wrath would wreak 

A curse, as loud and deep as the vexed sea ; 
The curse of those, whose blood gushed fdrth in 

waves, 
To free thy soil,* thou heritage of slaves ! 

" Curse on thy palsied arm that will not strike. 
As struck our Brutus to the tyrant's hearf ! 

Is there not o^6 among |hy children, like 
That dread ar^^enger ? one whose blood will start, 
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Tp thiak of our old might ! not one to weep, ; 

• • • ■ * 

That Roman souls should in sudii bondage sheyJP' 

!^ven I can bhjsh,,pan weep for thy foul chains ; 
i Cannot look* upon jtbee, and forget ' » * 

The rich proud blood tfisj^. fills thy ||krea]|t vquis } 
But tears of shame and sorrow coilrse my cheek, ■ 

i^nd tell what words in vaii-e^y;ta1^ak, 

• » ■ ■ ' t 

4 

The eagle that embracedvcach haltand faite 
Within the shadow of hife wa]pripr wing, 

Is quelled and dark : oh, ne'er ^hall he again, . 
From bonds of earth ift his old gtory spring, * 

Ujion the cloud of conquest poise Jhiis form. 

To raise ana rule the battle's tBunder-storfn. 

Where are thy gods ? they who were ever nigh 
To combat in thy cause, why come they not 

Clothed in the thunder of their majesty. 
To glorify again each hallowed spot 

With their proud presence, and to scourge in wrath. 

The haughty Christian from their people's path ? 



Where is high Jove, the cloud-compeller ? where, 
The young Apollo, beau|jful in might >• 

A:Q.d she, the sea-foam's seed, tjij Very air 
Grew odorous of love where she did light j 
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And the fierce god of aimies ? Ye can say, 
Shrines of forgotten worship, where are they. 

Ye answer not, yet in y#ar echcjng halls 

THere is a voice ; your silence is not dumb ; 
There is a voice ; louder than words, that calls 
' On those wjio plum^ them in their pride, to come, 
And, 'mid your trophies of divine decay, 
To muse on pride^ mightiier, yet passed away. 



And from your ruins to the mind's quick ear, 

It wisely says, what, though the earth inhume 
All that is eartVs ? the soul can laugh at fear. 

In new existence 'mid destruction's bloom : 

« I* 

And gain the meed, to virtue only given, 
Glory on earth and diadems in heaven. 
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T*IE MARTYR. 



It was a day of awe and fear, 
And populous Rome had gathered fj^ 

In her vast amphith^tre 
The world's proud lords ,ajid victors ; men. 

Or beasts, who came to glut their eyes 

With tortures and with eigonies. 
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But he, the victim of that day, 
Sitood firm and fearless, not a sign 

Of dread, did that calm face betray ; 
Once, and once only rpund the line, 

Of that unbroken multitude, 

Ij}s dark eye flashed, his hp subdued, 

With strong but momentary power. 
Some inward working ; it might be 

Some thought, some memory of an hour 
llappier than this, when he W9fi free 

Fr6m bonds unused to Roman limb : 

Biit for His cause how dear to him ! 
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rfhero came a voice unto his ear, 
He heeded not, it came again ; 

He roused him from his dream to hear ; 
It was his sovereign's ; on thfe plain, 

Beneath Rome's eagle lost and "(^on, 

Won by his own right hand, that tone 

Had bid his comrades wreath him there 
With laurels, such as victofs wear ; * 

Bui^ow that voice unwelcome came. 
The voice of one v^o counselled shame ; 

Calmly the martyr stood, nor tear 

Was in that eye, nor mark of fear. 

Prince, I am ready; Has cold blood 
Was warm, when it gushed forth for thee 
^ Upon the plain where terrors stood; * 
But it can flow, and thou shalt see 
A Roman's life blood freely given. 
Aye, willingly as rain from heaven. 

And when thou seest this eye unquailed. 
This heart untroubled, unassailed. 

Think not of stoic constancy. 
Child of a weak philo^pf hy ; 

But know how well a Christian's faith 

Can bear him up to conquer death. 
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Yes, for that faith, His faith who died 

On the accursed tree, I dare 
The scaffold's terrors, all that'pride, 

And priestiy malice can prepare ; 
All that the heasrt and frame hath riven, 
All cannot shake my hope of heaven ! 

» 

Hear, soldier! thou hast bravely i^od, 
""^t^earless of death on fields of blood, 
And saved from shame these folds that j|^. ' 

In pride above our canopy ; 
And canst thou, wilt thou yield the life, 
So nobly perilled in the strife 

Upon that scadbld ? think what pains 
Will rack thy form while life remains ; 

And worse, far worse, what lasting shame. 
Shall taint thy blood and blot thy fame ! 

Will thou uot bow ? one look, one sign, 

Will make the proffered mercy thine. 

No answer ! by the gods on high,. 

Thou scomest our boon— then, traitor, die ! 
Traitor ! the old man calmly said. 

And sadly smiliog^assed his head : 
Traitor ! then fixed his glance and broke 
The death-hke silenc.e as he spoke. 
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I speak not now, my prince, to crave 
The least, the meanest boon, thy power 

Could offer me ; the dark, dark graye, 
Is bright and welcome in this hour. 

To one whose faithdiath fixed his gtse 

On realms that know not hours nor days. 

I may nql wiU not reck of life. 

For it to me is in the lea^ 
T]|s autumn leaf, which the kst strife, 

The latest struggle (long or brief, 
It matters not,) shall wrench away, 
To perish with its kindred clay. 

Thou sayest that I have |)erilled it ! 

'Tis well ; and shall I basdy now 
To your idolatry submit, 

Abjure the faith which I avow, 
For what, even for thy tinselled show 1 
No, by the faith I cherish, no. * 

Look on these locks, they're thin and gray. 

The frosts of near a century 
Have whitened them ; look, then,^and say 

How worthless, valuriess to me, 
Were the poor minutei^d could Uve, 
And all the honors thou couldst give. 
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Martyr. 
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But were they all eternal ; were 

Ea^h hour a life revivei, renewed, 
As the undying eagles are ; 

Not for that vassal multitude, 
NotHFor your diademtend throne, 
The proudest, earth hath ever known ; 
Would I exchange this hour of dealth, 
The martyr's victory and liis v^eath. 
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The clouds have their own language ; unto me 
They have told many a tale in by-gone days, 

At twilight's hour, when gentle reverie 

Steals o'er the heart, as tread tlie elvish fays. 

With their fleet footsteps on the moonlit^ass, 

An^leavB their storied circles where they pass. 

So, even so, to me the embracing clouds, 

With their pure thoughts leave holy traces here, 
And from the tempest-gathered fold that shrouds 
' The darkening earth, unto the blue* and clear. 
And sunny brightness of yon Arching sky, 
They have their language and their melody. *• 

« 

Have you not felt it when the dropping rain : 

From the solft showers of spring hath clothed 

the earth 

• > 

With its imnumbered oflspring? felt not, when 
The conquering sun hath proudly s^fuggled forth 
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In misty radiance, until cloud and spot 

Were blended in one brightness ? can you not , 

Look out and love when the departing sun 
Enroboe their peaks in ^apes fantastical 

In his last splendor, and reflects upon 

Their skirts his fareweU smile ere shadows fall 

Above his burial like our fioyhood's gleams 

Of fading light, or like the <> stuff of dreams" ? 

Or giving back those tints indefinite, . 

Yet brightly blending, there to form that arch. 
Whereon the angel*spirits of the light 

Marshalled their joyous and triumphant march, 



♦ 



When sank the whelming waters, and agaiti 
Left the green islands to the sons of men ? 

A 

Oh, then as rose each lofty pile, and threw 
Its growing ^hado\f on the sinking tide, 

How glowed each peak with the resplendent hue, 
As its new lustre t^ that wrath had died, 

Till the blue waves within their Umits curled, 
•/ And that broad bow in beauty spanned the world. 

ftaze yet a^in, and you may see on high 
The opposing hosts that mutter as they form 

Their stern battalions, e/e the artillery 
Bids the destroying angel guide its storm ; 
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If you have heard on battle's eve the low 
Defiance quickly uttered to the foe, * 

When the firm ranks gaze fiercely brow on brow, 
And eye on eye, while every heart beats fast 
• With hopes and fears, all feel, but none avow, 
Pulsations which perchance may be their last, 

Whom the unhonored sifejillchre shall shroud ; 

If you have seen this, gaze upon that cloud : 

How from the bosom of its blackness springs 
The cleaving lightning kindling on its way, 

Flingmg such bUnding glory from its wings, 
That he who looks grows drunk with its array 

<5f powcijteiid beauty, till his eye is dim, 

And dazzling darkness overshadows him. 

Oh, God ! can he conceive who hath not known 
The wondrous workings of thy firmament. 

Thine untold majesty, aroimd whose throne 
They stand, thy winged messengers, or sent 

In light or darkness on their destined path. 

Bestow thy blessings, or direct thy wrath. 

Then here, in this thy lower temple, here 

We kneel to thee in worship; what, to these 
Sjrmbols of thine, wherein mo\i dost appear, 
^ Are painted domes or priestly palaces ; 
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On this green turf, and gazing on yon sphere, 

We call on ibee to conunune and to bless, 
And see in holy fancy each pure sigh, 
Ascend like incense to thy throne on high. 
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TO MAY. 



Come, gentle May ! 
Come with thy robe of flowers, 
Come with thy sun and, sky, thy clouds and 
showers, 

Come, and bring forth unto the eye of day, 
From their imprisoning and mysterious night, 
The bmd^ of many hues, the children of thy light. 

9 

Come, wondrous May ! 
For at the bidding of thy magic wand, 
Quick from the caverns of the breathing land, 

In all their green and glorious array 
They spring, bs spring the Persian nottfs to hail 
Thy flushing footsteps in Cashmenan vale. 

Come, vocal May ! 
Come with thy train, that high 
On some fresh branch pour out their melody^ 

Or carolling thy praii^^ the live-long day, 
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Sit perched in some lone glen, on echo calling, 
Mid murmuring woods, and musical waters falling. 

Come, sunny May ! 
Come with thy laughing beam^ 
What time the lazy mist melts on the stream, 

Or seeks the mountain top to meet thy ray, 
Ere yet the dew-drop on thine own soft flower. 
Hath lost its Ught or died beneath his power. 

Come, holy Mfeiy ! # 

When sunk behind the cold and western hill. 
His light hath ceased to play on leaf and rill. 

And twilight's footsteps hasten his decay; 
Come with thy musings, and my heart shall be / 
Like a pure temple consecrate to thee. V 

Come, beautiful May ! 
Like youth and loveliness — 
Like her I love ; oh, come in thy full dress, 

Thfi^ drapery of^dark ivinter cast away ; 
To the bright eye, and th« glad heart appear, 
Queen of the spring and mistress of the year ! 

Yet,* lovely May ! 
Teach her whose eye shall rest upon this rhjrme 
To spurn the gilded mockeries of time, 

The heartless pcmip that beckons to betray^ 
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And keep as thou wilt find that heart each year, 
Pure as thy dawn, and as thy sunset cle^r. 

And let me too, sweet May ! 
Let thy fond votary see 
As fade thy beauties, all the vanif^ 

Of this worl^ pomp, then teach, that though 
decay 
In his short winter, bury beauty'sifirame, 

In fairer worlds the.soul shall break his sway, 
Another spring shall bloom eternal and the same. 
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FORGET ME NOT. ♦ 
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Forget m^ot, forget me not ! 

It is the language of the heart, 
That hallows each accustomed spot, 

Whence we prepare. to part ; 
The haunt of holy infkncy, 

And sunny childhood's dreamy spot, 
Call the big tear into the eye, 

And say, forget me not. 

The mutual vow, the chaste embrace, 
The blushing look of love ; oh, what 

Can dim their brightness or efface, 
Tirf foiid forget mlKit)t ? ^ 

ille passionate flame of^yhood's hour, 
The flame Itelf cherished, half forgot, 

Sy^ei^ 4^ the soul with stifling power, 

4 And throbs, forget me not. 

The friendships of the dead ™|iw, 
The memories death can never rot. 
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And ring upon the mind's still ear, 

Their sad forget me not. 
Voices Uke morning music wake 

A thriUing crowd from memory^s grot, 
Till the heart';s chords in sorrow shake, 
# * To their forget me not. 

Souls with our kindred souls that blent, 

Faces that brightened our dB-k lot, 
And eyes come back, all eloquent, - 

With their forget me not : 
The thought from which the heart shrinks back, 

Is thgj::^e must unm^oried rot ; 
The hope that lightens life's dull track. 

Is this forget me not. 
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Come hither among the forest leaves, 

TfJ^ow, and red, and blue, 
And see how the sighing autumn weaves 

Her robe of every hue ; 

%. 

To mantle the yeaif that gorgeouriy dies. 
Like the sunset's pomp away, ^ 

Ai^ to make the grave where the summer lies, 
A mockery of decay. 

Come hither among the forest trees. 

You have seen their summer dress, ^ 

When birds were trilling their melodies, 
From bowers of loveliniiBSS ; 

Come where the leaf so gr^ett and gay. 
In sun and wind so free. 

Is doqtoed to wither its bloom away, 

'•• Upon the sorrowing tree. . 

Come hither among the forest trees, 
When the autumn moon shines clear, ^ 
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And the cold and moaning autumn bieeze, 

Holds mournful revel here ; 
While his fitful gusts are piping shrill, 

The dying leave% among, 
Which wake from th^y* bed by the dropping rill, 

To danc^ to his midnight song. 

Come hither among the forest leaves, ^ 

And weep, oh, well you may, 
For cold Is the heart that never grieves, 
y O'er the pride of death's array ; 

Bujt colder still is the heart that weeps 

Jfts precious tears in vain, 
No^; knows that the leaf which sweetly slee|ps, 

Shall in beauty bloom *again. 
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Greece had a fortress yesterday ! 

The flag of freedom waved upon 

Its battlements ; but morning's ray 

Beholds. it not : the glorious sun * 

Threw his last beam upon its fold, 

A beautiful beam of light and gold; ♦ 

That glorious stln hath risen again, 

Hurrying the clouds from vale and wave, 

And seeks in splendor, but ip vain, ^ 

The Banner of *the brave. ^ 

Within Aat fortress yesterday, * 

TheHibeat seven thousand hearts of mould 

As tameless as the ste)*n array # 

Of heroes at Thermopylae ; 

Their own three hundred sires of old, 

Who panted for the fight, the pall. 

As young hearts for the festival, 

And fought till it was time to die ; • ^ 

Who found the death they longed to meet, 

10 
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And perishing in victoiy, 
Were q>nquerors in defeat. 

Around that l^iumer yesterday, 
With eye of &e and arm of nerve, 
They swore their falchion in the firay, 
Their arm on its avenging way, 
From honor should not swerve ; 
That sooner far that arm sbilild fall, 
Shrunk, powerless, palsied, by each side ; 
That blade in danger's loudest call^ 
Each craven's fear deride ; 
Each eye should life and light resign, 
Eaeh stone beneath their feet should be 
Sprinkled with blood a fitting shrine. 
Oh, liberty ! for thee. 

• And in the gloomy clouds of night, 
The crescent moons of Moslem sivay. 
As if they feared to see the light, 
Came on their darkened way ; < 
t And they, the noble and the brave, 
Were slaughtered by the infidel ; 
And there was not an arm to save. 
Or succor those who fireely fell 
For fi'eedom's nfime, yet falling, left 
To Greece t}itir noble legacy, 
A hope^which tyrants have not Itefl, 
Laurels which gathered firom the tree, 
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That glory shields from time and theft, 
Bloom in fresh immortality : * 

And than all these that holier gift, 
A martyr's memory. 

They swore each stone should be a shrine, 
Of sacrifice to liberty ; 
And it shall be a shrine, for there, 
The pilgrim's step, the patriot's prayer, 
t Shall linger, shall ascend on high : 
And freedom ! thou shalt make it thine, 
Thine as thou madest their land of yore ; 
The spot on which Bozzaris died, 
The grave of him whose bright harp wore 
The cypress wreath, too soon for thee, 
Who left his own free foreign shore, 
To battle by thy side ; * 

Yes, holy these shall ever be, 
And thou shalt makrthat fortress ground, 
A temple sacred unto thee, 
And lovely to the brave and free. 
From sea and land who gather round, ^ • * 
And there thy Grecian sons shall falter, 
The^?fead proud prayers upon thine altar, 
"^^i^c^teake each breeze that round it stirs, 

• ' iff ' 

'H^ckyriih the vowif of wBrjhippers. 
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Dear girl, full many a time have I 

Seen cheeks of as transparent hue, 
And lips as purely rich, and eye 

As beautifully blue ; 
Yet never haVe I known a face, 

So darkly brilUantly divine, 
As when a kindling smtle gives place 

To that dear frown of thine. 
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Oh, some there are wjio love to look, ■ 

^Tkfen heaven is alutost dim with light, 
And would not let the blue arch brook' 

A cloud upon its sight ; ' * 
Bst when around the conquering sun 

They thickly crowd, oh, then be mine, 
To gaze with rapture as upon 

That lowering eye of thine. 

For though my love has been to thee 
As true as hope, or &itlf on high, 
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« 

Yet oft of late hare fallen on me -». 

Th)B fashings of that eye ; 
And I am slaVe enough to bless 

The look that would each hope reprove, 
^d worship even the lovelinesi^ 

That bids me cease to love. 
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CHANGES. 
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I OFTEN muse at even tide, 

When present things are dimly 6e^, 

And scenes that day hath power U) hide, 
^ t Come hack all £i;psh and green, 

And throng my sense, though all alone, 
*• Upon the changes I have known. 

For from our cradled infancy, 
ThJ^orld is changing every hour; 

Faces are gone we used to's^e, 
The bud becomes a flower, 

That blossoms in the dew and sun, 

And lades as other flowers have dohe. 

The \noming sky that looked so blue. 
So very blue and full of mirth, 
• When night's thick cjj^rtain it updrew. 
And looked oipon the earth ; 
Was cBlbded at mid-day, but now 
It bears a rainbow on its brow. 
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The cold in heart, and gray in h^, 

Mny laugh my fantasies to scorn, 
And tell me that when I have read 

The changes they have borne.; 
Then I at length, and not till then, 
May descant on the chaftge Wmen. 

•I « 

Well let us ^n look round in thought. 

On those whom we have seen for y%ars, 
And mark the winders time hath wrought, 

And smUe perhaps through tears, 
To feel with every face we view, "* ^ 

That we ourselves are changing too. 

Yes, I alas, am changed in heart, 

I cannot smile, and may not WQa|^; 
The tear beneath my lid may start. 

Its course it must not keep ; 
I think on what I was, and then 
Would gladly be the same again. |^ 



The same in childhood's merriment, 
That frolic lightness of the blood, 

The same in tears which seemed but -sent, 
As dew upon the Aid ; 
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The same in hopes which filmed Jo fear. 
And fears which 'came to disappear. 
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The saB|a in innocence of mind, 
The same in danger and delight, 

The same when mates were cross or kind, 
The same at mom and night ; 

The same, so I were changed I trow, 

From that dim being I am now. 

r 
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Many a sad, sweet thou^t have I, 

• 

Many a passing sjinny gleam, 
Many a bright tear in mine eye, . 

Many a wild arid wandering dream ; 
Stolen from hours, I should have tied 
To musty volumes at my side ; 
Given to hours that sweetly wooed 
My heart from its study's solitude. 

Oft when the south winds, dancing free, 
* Over the earth and in the sky, 
And the flowers peep softly out to see 

The frolic spring as she wantons 1^ 
When the breeze and beam, like thieves, come in 
To steal me away, I deem it sin * ' 

To slight their voice ; and away I'm straying, 
Over the hills and vales a-maying. 

Then can I hear the earth rejoice, 
Happier than man may ever be ; 
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Every fountifin hath then a voice, 
That sings of its glad festivity ; ' 
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For if'hath burst the chains, that bound * « 
Its currents dead in the frozen ground, 
And flashing away in the sun has gone, 
Singing, and, singing, and singing on. 

r 

Autunu^hath sunset hoifrs and then. 

Many a musing mood I cherish, 
Many a hue of fancy, when . 
* The h\|es of earth are about to perish ; 
Clouds are there, and bi%hter I ween. 
Hath real sunset never seen : 
« Sad as the faces of friends that die, 
And beautiful as their memory, 

^ Love hath its thoughts, we cannot keep, 
Yisidns ti^ mind ntftyviot control. 
Waking, as fanfey does in sleep, ^* 

The secret trsgisports of the soul. 
Facll and forms are strangely mingled, 
Till one by one they are slQwly singled, 
To the voice and lip, and eye of her, 
I worship like an idolater. 



Bfeny a big proud tear have I, , , 

When from my sAveet and rotoung track, 
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From the green earth and misty sky, 
^ Ami spring and love, I hurry back. 

• ^ Then what a xlisnial dreary gloom, ' 

Settles upon my loathed room ; 
^ Darker to every thought and s^ise, 
Than if they had never travelled thence. 

Tet I have other ftoughte, that datfor 
The toilsome day, and lonely night, 
And many a scene and hope appear, 
. And almost make me gay andj;>right. 
Honor and fame tfat I would win, 
Though every toil that yet hath been 
Were doubly borne, and not an hour ^ 
Were brightly hued by fancy's power. 

And though I may sometimesusigh to think,* 
Of earth, and bianen, and wind, and sea, 
{91nd know that the cup that others drink. 
Shall never be brimmed^ by me ; 
That many a joy must be untasted, * 
And xnany a glorious breeze be wasted. 
Yet would not if I dared repine, 

* That toil and «tudy and care are mine. 
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I ^AVE read nill mmiy a witching tafe of love in 

^ Its deep sweet sighs, its timorous hopes, its raptures 
f an^i^tcars^ ^ ' ^ 

AiK^et with nil my lore of 1^0) 4 nevAr <gould 
divine, * ~ 

^ If it hath ever deigned to dwell within Ais heart of 
mine. 

Fair lady, then I come" to thee, and by that full 

' black eye, • "* 

Whose droopii^l^ ^|sh jAst' half conceals its soft 

quick witchety, * ^ 

I know that tflfidu canst s^ll me right, the story I 

would read, ,1 

If the words I dare to whisper thee, be proofe of love 

indeed! ^ ^ 

I cannot well remember now, that I have lately 

teown WM 

One single f<)rm or fac^ I thiughf^mrivalled and 
« alone; 
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Yet many a forrt of winning grace, ancf look of 

i* mirth and^ght, 
In ml the pride of loveliness have flashe<f upgn my * 
^ Sght. 

And I h^ye^ptopped and gazed, and mt have turned 

to gaze once morje * ' , 

At charms 'twere not idolatry, I fenciSS, to adore ; 
And still, with' scarce a pang I saw the beautiful 

d^art, ^, • * . / "^^ 

An* leit thoil^lyihey had dimmed 'mine .eye, they 
could not touch my heart. * 
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But I can just recall to me, some few short years ago, 
How there was one who shared with me my bc^m *^ 

weal and woe, • . # ^ 

And rstmbled with^'m^ many a time, when spring 
- ^o*was on tile earth,* ' % * 

Ai» the birds werdf coming baik with songs, and 
buds were juSt in birtt ; ^ ' i 

> 
Or when the autumn sunset spread its ^many a 

f golden hue ♦ 

Upon the clouds, and leafy earth, and sky and 

stream ^'^blue, » 

And how wejjtalked till^ voice and Up tfembled 

unconsciously, 

And how I blushed, aad looked at her, who blushed, 

and looked at me ; 
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And how I feared lest sne should i|;idUhe pasnoqate 

hope I felt, ^* ^ -f*/ • ■ v^ 

The |^aii|e sweet thought, the ii^aking dream, mat 
"* in my bosgm dwelt ; ^ ^, 

Yet could tiave almost firowned on her, who \if^uld 

not always see " . - * •* 

Th& glai^oe^i noped ]^Y own would meet ui pnddx>f 



And 



[ how when jtifth was loud of laugh, and the 
^ye was tj|ight with bliss, Jk" '#- ^f' %'. 
iLnd t}^ <^p was sparkling wit|i^e juice, I met 
-•^ with l^reeting ki^ ^ 

Her ^name^ one word, one thought of /her, and 
\ -*ftiemorycameto'p * ^ ^ 

'' My heaiD with ^m^ve^musi^, like tMe voice of 
autumn rill. . *^ ♦ .•^ 

* J if • 

Bui ah ! those dajl^f youiag delk^ht, I shouldl^B^e 

. all forgot, f » ^ -^ > : ^ ; 
Bu^ ipiAmory sOmetihi^ wakes :within, and sighs t}||p 
* * they are* not, ^ ,^ ^ 

And fminds me of the flower she^uUed 3^hen the 
^ .pamng hour Itosnigh, 

Aiid ffaire me with sf blushing cheekj^Bid a big tear 
in her ejp&i • ' ^ 
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I keptil, and I often loved iii^secresy to sit. 
And think it smiled and .^^ew more ereen whenever* 
, I looked onit ;, ^ ^ 
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iSu^ I gT'^ cdk^d "earfeleiA, and it pined as if, [ > 

• \dtk giiij^^ ^> ^ .♦ ji - '•; 
^^KL DglRr^ wheo^'nr I look, I fin^' a iwii^ure oh, the ,\ * 

* ■ ♦ ■' * . 

*A. single teft upon that leaf, And she who gave it, 

- she, ^ ' . - • • v ^ 
Has shd too pined % but I L I am the fi|pl bf^^emory ! ^ 
What, lady ? m> those d^r^i^ eyes smile? It cannot .. * 



he that this, . \ 



dreaip of jRii^s ! - 'T. • 



ove's « 



And jid^ you sigh, as if to say, that in, this \irorld of « 
^' ours, _ • ?* , • .f ♦ .. • 

Grief stts^s round fines# fe^ngs aes'the dew hangtf * 
> wxtheflow^, . * ^ *. , 
'-' W passionate' love, ^ i^ to sha^ eyen joy gr.ws 
'W sorrdw'here,, -^ V . " 

Breathes^ its (fm&t r>doB|in^a si^jC^d sfoiles but - 
ik through a tear:* ' - /' . ■ * 
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f>NASEAL, . 

THE DEVICE OP W^ICH WAS,^THE SyX SETTING ^ 
• ^ WIT^ THE MOTTO "JE REVIENDRAlJ\ 



4.' ' 

As fbdes the sun's departing lignt, 
On Mil aiia wave aod leafy tree, 
Vd And the thick shades of coming night, 4 

Gather above his burial* bright, 
»^ In funeral majesty :^ -^ > 4 



«> * 



^ 



So when we part ; when the last token 
Of love, that lights thsU eye, is gone, 
' When the laft speakin|; word is i!J|>oken, 
* When the last breaking grasp is br<3^i^, 

V Dark fears come crowcftig on. • Jr 

■^.But as the morning's eye hath founc^ . 

^ ' That sfin rejoicing in his path, ^ 
Breaking the cloudy chains that bound. 
Making the mists that linger round, 
Aft radismt with his wrath. 






ON A SEAL. 125 

* So ix^en th^ eye comes beaming b^ck, 

With tales* fuclfi e^fm alone recite, * 
^n the het^rt's sunshine gilds ^h rack 
« ''Of doudy fear that dims its track, 
• . Till all is los|iy.light. 
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TRANSLATIONS* 

« 

DE KERANGER. 



LA V^ILLESSE. — 4lfD AGE. 

We know that time, who wings us by, * * 

Though youth ^et finds us wann and gay, 

Leaves footsteps in our cheek, and eye, ^ 
That warn us of decay ; ^^, < 

But still at every step we see 
Fresh flowers spring up, sweet buds unfold, ^ 

And feel 'tis happiness to be; 

^ . This is not to grow old ! ^ 

'■ r ^ 

In vain amid the festive scene, * » 

With sound of song, and light of wine, . 
We soothe the heart, yet fresh and green, 

They tell us, we decline ; ^ 

But even until the last dim hour. ^ 

To love, though limbs grow frail and cold. 
The joyous wine, the song's sweet power; 

This is not to grow old ! 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM DE BER^NGER. 137 

Does the weak fair, who gaily took " 
The worship of our frolic primes 

I^peat to us with taunting look,- * 

• The ravages of time ; 

At less qq)ensQ more bliss to gain, 
And in a mistress, know >$re hold 

A friend, who shares eacbjoyand pain; 
This is not to grow old ! 

t 

Still though qw wonted passions keep 
Within our breasts their kindly sway, 
'* Fate speeds, then let us calmly sweep 
Togetjiei^to decay : 
T^fus from the corner Irf my age, 

To see, my frie^jds, in virtue bold. 
The storms of life Mnoxious rage, *' 
ir And end with you its pilgrimage ; 
This is not to grow old ! ^ 



# 



9 



LE CRl DE LA FRANCE. — THE CRY OF FHIINCE. 

• Away witb^ the ^ Bourbons ! *Tis France who 
exclaims : 
Too long have we borne your degenerate sway ; 



k 



l»- TRANSLATIONS FROM DE BERANGER. 

Oppressors ! we blush for your faces and nameS| 
^ Fly! Fly to your dens! FreedoigL kindles her* 
flames: 

Away wit& the Bourbons ! away ! 

-A^y with the Bourbons ! their cruelties' dye, 
.- ^ t The pisncil of Clio were weak to portray ; * 

y Y^ ! h^k to the voice :pf your victims ! their cry 
* rr^e gloomy abysses return to the sky : 

Away.Ti^th the Bourjbons ! away ! 

Away with them ! then shall our proud Tricolor, ^ 
Ourt)Ow di the mountains, its spl^d«f display, 
And " our Country, our Honor," the wdtds w^ adore^ 
The flag of our fstthers shall Kallow once more : 
• Away with tho^Hourbons ! away ! 

Away with the Bourbons ! ihe Loire shall again, 
Reassen^bfe its heroes, and call to t]|3 fray, 
And theyjwhoVe forgotten to vanquish, shall then, 
'Neath our banners renew their old glory like men : 
^ Away with the Bourbons! awajf ! 

Away with them ! Aye ! and the hordes they have led 
/» To disgrace our free soil with their foreign array, 
Crush, Frenchmen ! the tyrants who basely betrayed, 
{Tt^en sought from strange bannera^iglorious shade : 
Away with the Bourbons I away ! 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM DE BERANGfiB. ISO 

Away with the Bourbons ! my country arisei 
flegain tt}/^ proud rank, thou shouldst honor today, 
Thou shouldst reign : then sweep off with th^i* toys 

and (heir ties, * * 

The minions lure hate, the vile race we despise:' • * • 

Away with the Bourbons ! away ! ' * 



-»— .^ - ■ y 



LES VETERANS, — THE ^JSktERANS. 
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Ah, they have now almost forgot, • . . 

Our servifte Ift the bannered wars, > * 
And we are fain to hid^ the scars, « 

fProphies of Iieaifts that wearied not; 
Jena and Ufefci can wkness how * 

Hands nerved to do, hearts throbbed to dare, 
Anfl yet they say with scornful brow, * 

Oh, fliey ^itere there ! ^ ^ 

Yes, we were there, 'for honor there. 
Not for a daief, but France ; that name 
'V Wakes in each lieart a filial flame, ^ " 

^ Alike in glory and despair ; 
Our mother calls, we fly to savie, 

' She bids, our blotid flows free as air : J 

In dark defea^^rjvell-'Won field, ^ . * ' 

Still we were there ! , ' 



Ito TRANSLATIONS /ROM. DB^ BERANGBR. 

Yet all the valiant <3oa\d not ftill, 
Asd sheltered'^now will they remaiDi 
Till France shall sununon them again, 

And find them feyi^ but flarless all"; 
Proud f emnant of that host who came 

To shake the nations with despair ; 

To renovate l|ane olden fame, 

We still are th^e ! 
.^ * 

s 

ft 

To shiel6N)ur king, to guard his crown, 
hk peril's path we boldly move 
To save a people whom we love. 

To crush a |t>e who fears our i:own, 
And oh, when honor's voice shall sound, 

That voice shall ilot be lost in air; i. 
Our country's living Simpartsipound, 

We i^iall be there ! 

* * 

Now we resign those blades that biased 
Such lightning on the vaui^ting foe ; 
We lay our eagle i^nsigm Ipw^^ 

Those meteors on wliich- nations gazed ; 
* 3ut ifour France, if ,glory high, 

Should summon us,^Jthe world shall hear i 
Louder than triumph's note, our cry. 

Behold ujJ here ! 
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■p 



Oh well do'I remember now, the time when first we» 

met, 
And memory must forget to hoard all joy, ere I 

forget 
That form so Hear, that front v^ao clear, and the 

pakness of that face, * • 

That won me with its speaking lines of tenderness 

andgrace. # . 

And thAi the meeting of our eyes, oh, years and 
years ha^e flown, " ^ 

And yet upon my hiart that 'glance is graven as on 
stone, * 

And from that Ji^eart must life de];»art, before decay 
• ". hath traced 

I& impress on that moment, or its memow defaced* 

* . ■ 

« 

^ For even now thgugh thou art changed, and though 

To meet the .glance another gipes, I dar^ not to 
upbraid: ^ ^ 



132 TO 




QJVwh'eii I could and would upbraid, 

comes fresh througli years, ^ 

And dims the eye that ;9hone with wrath, and turns 

my trfuttts to tears. * ' 

♦ 

How oft when sprmg gaioe sweeffty in, and wok« 

the ^ijjjy flcywers, 
I watched to meet your morning step, and cij^d 
' the lagging hours ; 

The rose you fiirew I treasured too, to feed toy 
memory, 
C But* all its leaves aud fragrance fled, and left the 
thorn with me. 

And even then I fondly dreamed, the faded might 

resume f 

The fragrtfice of its dewy prime, the life of its young 
' blo(Mn ; # 

But now I know, that even though the tree may bud 

once niore, , • - 

Nor sun, nor dew, nor foreeza^ t^an e'er its ^thered 

flower restore. » ^ » 

Yet like the Israelite of old, who turned wit^i linger- 
ing look, 

His eye upon the ruined lane, i^t^^n majesty for- ^ * 
sook, . . • 



And offered ^re his^erening prayer, and.jbye^K 

■ see arise - * * 

Froi^its Jieglected altar-stoAe,.hi8 momiiig sacrifice. 

*■ * »■' 

?o f mc^ knew, and yet 

No ftthed} another in- 

And thou hast left it, it * 



The 1, aijid consecrate to 

4ee. • ...'* . ■• 
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.LI^JSES 

« 

ON HEARING OF THE UNEXPECflHk DEATH OF A 

YOUNG LADT. 



'M 



So young, ^fair, so early called, 
I scarce knW^ how to weep ; , 

The blowthal^felled Hiee hath appalled, 
Even sorrow's self to sleep. ^^ 

Hod I but dreamed thou couldst have Sm, 
^ The thought had caused my tears to start ; 
The r^ that should have poured their tide, 
With sudden stroke hath petrified 
The gushings of the heart. 

* • 

' MoumfiiUy, tearfully, I know 
We tratch the dull decline 
Of early hearts with -joyou^^ow, ; 

And cheeks with i^lush like thine ; ' ^ 
Tet in that sorf oVs strongest sway, 
It is a sadly dear delight, 
To soothe the body's slow decay. 
And cb^^ck the lingering spirit's flight. * 






ON THE DEATH OP A yOUNG LAPT. * "5 

But oh, Stem death will coldly lay, '^^ 

His finger oii^that form,**n^hose light 
* An hour before was full and gay, 
And glorious in oufti^ight.! 

66 fair, sofl|ing, when last I heard 
The voice I loved toTiear, 

eeted me with welcome word: • 
w hushed that pall-hid bier! < 

And when I saw that joyous *eye, 
Brightening with every glan^^ ga.ve, 
I could Jiave idly laughed^^in^ 
Had dreamed so soqp its x^^Mtcy 

buld darken in the grave. 




^( 



And even now that I have seen 
All death demands of life ; * 
Th^ things that are not, and have been. 
Seem in perpetual strife. 
Greeting and grieving, smiles and tears, 
The light laugh and the silent earth, 
In clouds and sunghine linger here, 
Jqp^ smiles ouj^rrow, «nd thy bier 
^ Seems vocal with thywsith. 

« • 
Yet leV me wake, but not to sigh, 

« Thy form is with the dead ; 



■ • 






us ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 

< ^hy soul, thyself, thou couldst not die, 
The undying hath but fled» 
Death is a conqueror o'er the eye 
And cheek, but to the soul a slave: 
He opes its prison, bids it fly, . 
And wings its joyous course j^iiigb, 
To hun whose brightest victory^ 
Was gathered from the grave. Jl(f^ 
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S T A N^A S 

f 

ON HEA^NO jKlT THE OFFICIALS OP WEST- 
MINSTER AbIRt had REFUSED PERMISSION T6 
BIgRY THEKlk THE BODY OF LORD BYRON. * 



They have spumed the proud rehcs! well, thas 
should it be ; ^ ' 

Oh thus should the bigots who feared him in life, 
With the spirit of vampyres exultingly see, * i 

O'er his ashes at least, they were victors ih a^j^. 

Let ihejai peck at the laurels he nobly hath won, 
Let them try tl^e full jlide of his glory to stem ; ' 

Let the ea^e who blazoned his bi^t in the sun, 
Be " hawljed at^! for scorning to grovel with them. 

AsVth Brutus oH$t, wh^n Augustus denied 

A place by his rivals in pa^^f^t &me, 
Baeh Boman recaUecl«ds proud memory and sighed, 

And frowned on the tyrant, and murmiufd his 
name. 
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m ON L'bRD BYRON. 

Even so shall the Briton unborn, who shall tread 
lliose stones which the genius of England has 
made 

All instinct with memory, turn from the dead, 
To ask where the bones of his Bvron are laid. 

A{id then shall his cheek: bum with blushes to know, 
That his country permitted these things of!^ day, 

To aim at the dead their inglorious blow, 
And to wreak their poor vengeance on genius and 
clay. 

Poor fools ! did they dream that their meanness 
could blot 

■ 

[That^Iory whose blaze can all dimness consume ; 
TRit his claim^'in his coffin would all be forgot, 
That they buried his fame with his flesh in the 
tomb! 

What recks it vehete that which held genius may 

sleep, 

Whether eafth may rise o'er ij;. or oceans may roll ; 

The flight of the spirit what ff^l^. can keep, ** ' 

And what death can extinguish the life of the 

soul. ♦ » . 

s 

. . • i 



No, the treasures he gave us, the fame he bequeathed, 
Are ours ; yet we feel that the port which must 
die; 



t ON LORD l$rRON. 139 

Uis bones shall outlast the vile slanders they breathed, 

» 

And be hallowed with worship wherever th^ lie. 

And if England reject them, old Greece will receive 
The relics of him who fell armed for her fight ; 

O'er the tomb^i^e bari shall her warriors grieve, 
In the muse 01 the bard shall her ,childre^ delio^t. 

AnU ^ifiiisn Freedom and Genius in triumph return, 
To rebuild their old teniplesj and visit the new. 

The first, shall an altar erect o'er his urn, 
And the strains of the. second sMKll hallow k toa 
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TO 

* 

Ladt, when fools who linger near, 

Tell thee how oft my heart will rove, 
They but abuse thine easy ear. 

And wrong my constant love. 
Their babblings could not tell thee, dear, 

How she the loving gentle dove, 
Wings her far wandering through all air. 

But nestte< in the grove. 

Pj[ay, Ifve ! I would not swear, for thou, 

• AH simply witching as thou art, 
Knowest that the Ups frame many a vow, 

From which the soul would start : 
Before one only shrine I bow, 

In changeless homage of Jfe Heart ; 
Thou doubt'st it, dear ! come,* question now 

Its every hidden part. 

Ask of the nightly pillow where 
Her form, all grace, too sweetly came ; 




TO «ilt- "^ 



imi 



Ask of the lips whiiSTmeant for prayer, 

Words that but spelt her name ; 
Ask of that dream which lingering there, 

With dear delusion thrilled my frame ; 
Ask of the morning thought, if e'er 

My lovewtath been the same. -^ 



J^k of the day's romance, whose light 
Was but her worshipped memory ; 

The nerve that trembled in her sight ; 
The eye that could undazzled see 

The glance of power's meridian height, 

* 

Abashed, if she but looked at me : 
Ask these if love so constant, might 
To her unfaithful be ! 

And even when tffat much-loved eye. 
My hope, my heart is garnered int, ' ' * 

Hath turned from me its radiancy \ ' * 
Another's glance to win ;** - 

Ask of that sad ifebellious sigh, 
-Which proudly swells, then breaks within 

This agonizi»breast, if I 

Hate ever constant bew. 

% 

Ask of long years whose every flower, 
Found in her smile,^its stm and dew; 
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That smile which iMhe brightest hour, 
And streamed its ray the darkest through ! 

And if all tell thee that its potp^er, 
My love ne'er changed, but stronger grewj 

Then ask her if that eye sHouki lower, 
On worshipper so true. 

pccc xziz. 
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SEA SONG. 






K 



Over the far blue ocean wave, 

On the ocean winds I flee, 
Yet every thought of my constant heart, 

Is winging, love, to thee ; 
For each foaming leap of my gsJlant ship, 

Had barbed a pang for me. 
Had not thy form, through sun and storm, 

Been my only memory. • 

Oh, the s^mew's wings are fleet and taatj 

As he dips in the dancing spray; 
But fleeter and &ster, the thoughts I ween, 

Of the dear ones &r away ! 
And lovelier too, than yon rainbow's hue. 

As it lights the tinted sea, • 
Are the oaylight dreams and sunny gleams 

Of the heart that throbs for thee. 



And when moon and staraarp asleep on the waves, 
Their dancing tops among, 



< 



■ 

i44 s2a song. 

And the saOor is wingu^ the long watch hour, 

By the music of his song; 
When our sail is white in the dark midnight. 

And its shadow is on the sea, 
Oh, nevM knew hall such festival, 
- As my fond heart holds with thee ! 
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TO . 

4l 



Oh the spring has come again, love, 

With beauty in her train, 
And her own sweet buds are springing. 

To her merry feet again ; 
They welcome her onward footsteps. 

With a fragrance fuU of song, * 
And they bid her sip from each dewy lip. 

Of the rosy tinted throng. 

Oh the spring has come agq^, love, 

And her eye is bright and blue 
With a misty passionate light that veils 

The earth in its joyous hue ; 
And a single violet in her hair, 

And a light flush in ]ier cheek. 
Tell of the blossoms xjaaids should wear, 

And the love tales they shoi^d speak. 

The spmxg has comfi* again, love, 
And her home is every whe!^ ; 

13 
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14« TO 

She gfrows iq the gre^ and teeming earth. 

And she fills the balmy air ; 
But she dearly loves, by some talking rill, 

Where the early daisy springs, 
To nuM its leaves and to drink her fill, 

Of me sweet stream's murmurings. 

The spring has come again, love, ^ 

On the mountain's side she throws 
Her earliest morning glance, to find 

The root of the first wild rose ; 
And at noon she warbles through airy throats, 

'Or sounds in the whirring wing 
Of the minstrel throng, whose untaught notes 

Are the joyous hymns of spring. . 

Oh the spring has come again, love, •> 

With her ^^ lark's cloudy song ; 
Hark ! how his echoing note rings clear, 

His fleecy bowers among ! 
Her morning laughs its joyous way. 

In a flood of rosy light, 
And her evening clouds melt glqjiously, 

In the starry blue of night. ^ 

Oh the spring has come again, love, 

And again the spring shall go ; 

* 



TO 147 

And withered her sweetest flowers, and dead 

Her soft brooks' silvery flow ; 
And her leaves of green shall fade and die, 

When their autumn bloom is. past, 
Beautiful as her cheek, whose tintMk 

Looks loveUest at the last. 

Oh, Ufe's spring can come but once, love, 

And its summer will soon depart. 
And its autumn flowers will soon be nipped. 

By the winter of the heart ; 
But yet we can fondly dream, love. 

That a fadeless sjpring shall bloom. 
When the sun of a new existence dawns, 

On fbo darkness of the tomb. 
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MY CHOICE. 

• 



There is a light within her eye that brightens 

every gaze, 
And a rosy smile upon her lip, that a joyous heart 

betrays ; 
And a fairy frolic in her form that makes each 

motion seem 
As graceful as die bounding course Qi a laughing 

mountain stream ; 
The long and jetty lash that hides the deep eye's 

blacker hue^^ 
The rival roses flBr cheek, her white brow's veins 

of blue, 
Her gentle and her joyous laugh, and the music of 

her voice, 
Have won my spirit unto her, and she ^all be my 

choice. jMkr -^^ 

Her spirit .4ft all gentleness, and yet ner bearing 

And passionate thoughts sleep sweetly in the circle 
of her eye. 



MY CHOICE. 149 

And a pure and delicate pride seems ever in her 

breast to dwell, 
And breathes around her form the charm and magic 

of a spell ; 
So gentle, not a shaft' of wit in mahce dJ^she dip. 
And satire's self comes smilingly and sweetly trom 

her lip, 
And her look and tone whene'er we meet, they make * ^ ,. ,?. 

my heart rejoice, ^ , * ■' 

And win my spirit unto her, and she shall be my 

choice. 

There may be eyes as deeply dark, and brows as 

fair to view, ^ 

And cheeks as softly blended, and as beautiful of 

hue, 
And gentle hearts, with gentle th^udits, and gentle- 
ness of words, Wf^ 
And voices like to her's that mocks tfiQ music of 

spring birds : 
I think there may be such, and yet I scarcely can 

saywhjL / 
For as irf^visioiflpbf the night, they pass me idly by ; ^ 
But she can wieldj me with a word, one to^ie of her 

soft low voice — 
She hath won my proud soul unto her, and she shall 

be my choice. 

M DOCC XXX. 
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- T« a warm heart tmite a manly mind, 
Let playiiil humor blend with irit refined, 
Let him the charms vhlch nature spreads, survey 
With rapturous eye, with answering skill portray ; 
His proudest aHes of praise let virtue claim, 
«^nd sin but hear his song to blush for shame ; 
I*t his religion, "pure and updefiled," 
Be fixed thoughJj|eral, and though firm be mild ; 
Then with all t^fk the bard's true fire combine, 
And taste ^^all laud, and virtue love the line : 
Both shall with jealous care protect his &me. 
And wreathe their brightest laurels for his name. 

And such was Cowper ! i 

He nobly, won, and shall 

For he wafr«ature's bard :r, 

The city'sfrovded mart, its smoke and stir, 

Dwelt in her haunts retired, and loved to scan 

Rer pure calm scenes yet uncorrupt by man ; 



Hex varying seasons stmgf vith Tarying strain : 
The bright young spring rejoicing on the plain, 
And sunoner's mellowing sun and flashing bloom, 
And gorgeous autumn's fruitage and perfume, 
And dreary winter, Vhen in cloud and ^rm 
He sternly stalks to wither and deform. 
Then with glad pencil, 'midst its gloomiest scene, 
Showed the heart's heaven unclouded and serene, 
Where love, content, and self-approving worth, 
Encircling, bless the dear domestic hearth. ■ 

Oft, when at mora, or noon, or " dewy eve," 
He wanders forth to think, perchance to grieve, 
How do I love in fancy's steps to ^- 
To share his musing or partake his woe, 
While, as we pass, from every trembling spray. 
The warbling wild-bird cheers ouadevious way ; 
To learn from hut or hall, from ^p or flower. 
Some natural lesson, taught with careleai power ; 
Some graceful moral turned with easy art, 
To raise the mind, and purify the heart. 

The iff wiiate'er his'lay, 

In fe in humor gay, 

Tirti d, and in her cause 

He gained his proudest meed, ber pure i^plause ; 

Against her foes in fight, his weapons, wit, 

Strong sense, keen satire, he was sore to hit ; 



In venal senate or in courtly bower, 

In robes of holy lawn or purple power, 

^n met his gaze the same, and found with him. 

Its tones all discord and its tinsel dim. 

And oh, wtfn man's just rights awake his strain, 

And freedom bids him spurn the oppressor's chain, 

When her warm pulses swell along his line, 

Its throb how firm, its diction how divine ! 

It gloW^ with fervent heat of patriot zeal, 

And nobly speaks, what &eemen nobly feel : 

Yes ! he, the glory Kue, the virtuous lame. 

Which prouder lyres have sought, may proudly 

" That not in iaiwy's maze he wandered long, 
" But stooped to truth, and moralized his song." 

But hark t sliig^K note 1 can human lyre > , 

Ask for its striagf^saote celestial fire ! 

Yes ; thougti this earth be Mi, the world above 

Hath purer harmonies and holier love ; 

Though dear the e 

crowned, ■, 

Which spreads earth'i " 

And eloquent in love 
Endears, otJUMits the 

Yet heavenlier themes a loftier song Fequxre, ' 
And he who touched the prophet's lips with fire, 



Will to tke bard some glorious dreams supply, 
Whose verse upliAed, linger^ in the sky ; 
Not that tbe poet's wing should always bum ' 
For heavenly themes, and eartli indignant spurn, 
Or pa^ with careless-glance or heedless timd, . 
God's works below in rich pro&sion spread ; 
Yet let his "eye's fine frenzy," wisely loU, 
Let those who charm the sense improve Uie soul ; 
Let them though winged for heaven and. god^ in 

birth, 
Stoop their proud plumes to bjess and light the 

earth. 

Oh, had that bard whose bold and b^biiqg page 
Has stamped his name, tbe poet of an age, 
Given but to virtue's cause his noble fire, 
"V^ich even while sinning, hftlfredjgms his lyre, 
' And tume<^ while pure emotions IIV'^ wi^in, 
His scorn for folly, to a scom for sin ; 
Then hurjed his moral thunder, till each stroke 
Mad6M^'31li^!JJ5H^^^?™^'l6 while he spoke ; 
^^Ht^W^f-JcI^^F^^ in silence slept, 
6i t'>?Ji■^^i|\Af^^^^'*'^l while it wept ; 
Oh h. »J*^'-*^^V^^^3Jbis crown how green, 

His ^^^M^^^^WSl^^ its decay, 7 
What boEmis- upon his mounting plumes would play ! 






How would they seem with seraph strengthtfo rul^ 
While his voice joips the muac of the skies, 
And ifbaven receives though hushed his earthly lyre, 
A welcome minstrel to the eternal choir. 

Such, such was Cowper; such his golden crown: 
He soared to h^ven to bring its blessings down ; 
He shared the Christian's &itb,. the Christian's fears, 
'.. His^r^mbling bliss, his ever-trusting tears. 
With him the saint mayliope, the sitmer melt, 
And all must feel, for what he taught he felt ; 
Pelt while he taught in weakness, sin, and shame. 
The height, the depth, the wonders of His name ; 
" Without wbA we are poor, ^ve what He may, 
" And with whom rich, take what He will away." 

And he who sow, though closely wed, and long, 
To lore wlueh 4P^ns the muse, yet sins in 8(»ig ; 
If he with%and unskilled^-Vh^ugh heart sincere. 
May build a rhyme which beauty deigns to- hear ; 
Shall think his sin forgiven if she but deem, 
His feeble strain hath not 
Or bent with partial smile 
Approve the theme, thou| ay.' 



Lady, the stalk you gave to me, 

In elU its fresh leaved greenness, brings ^ , 

Full many a mbmeuirs sunny glee, 

In radiance back on memory's wings ; 

Those wings which Itite the eastern bird. 

Which shows each breeze a different dye, 

Darkly or brightly wait, thou^GF' stirred, 

Long bygone visions to the eye. 

As sorrow's gloom, or pleasure's ray, 

Upon their varying plmnagepUy. .^' 

And such come-t^iiTieging round me now, 
Most glorious eyes of liquid jet, 
Lips Hybla honeyed, arching brow, 
worship yet, 

h I fastened mine ; 

rone glance away? 

msic most divine, 
Melted to words frotn lips which lay, 
Just oped to let the sweet breath cleave them, 
Which slowly left, as loth to leave them. 
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Afid visions of the wave come back, 

I dream agaia, the sunny swell 

Breaks round our prow's careering track, 

That prow it loves to lave so well ; 

Mountains swell round like giants, tlii||e 

They shoot their far blue crests, beneath 

Amid the shaggy robes they wear 

The swathing mist racks wildly wreathe. 

While far, far down the dwarfed woods stand, 

In shade and sunshine o'er the land. 

A moment muse, does not yon height 
8eem like some elder son of fame, 
Towei&ig aloft, where living light 
Sheds cloudless splendor on his name? 
Are not those forms in misty maze, 
Proud souls yet in the storms of time, 
Struggling to catch some glorious rays, 
To light the darktjjp^ath they climb ? 
While yon secluded vales express. 
Thy bowers, domestic happiness ! ♦ 

Again I dream, see far di^pkyed^ :. 
How calm the golden ripples lie ; 
Now giving back our sails in'shaflfe, * ^ 
Now blue with the o'erhanging sky ; 
Now com^s the wind, each wairrior wave 
Flings^hls white war-cap on the breeze,. 



# 



>P0 — * 157 

And rears his storm steed, free and brave, 
And onward to the battle flees, 
Tosses his little life away. 
And leaves a foam, 'tis glory's play. 

Again, again 'tis night, and I 

Am wafting sadly to my home ; 

Sad as the last star in the sky, 

Sad as the kst wave's lonely foam, ^ 

And there are all I leave behind, 

The loved, the worshipped, and the lost, 

The hours have winged me like the wind^ 

A spray upon joy's billow tost ; 

Those sunny hours have sftjj^ their last. 

And leave me here to mourn the past . 



Yet why lament, I came, I go, 
'Tis all that life's long toil -can give. 
It can but fl^tii^ bliss bestow, * 
I loved, I left, is all we live ; 
Away with such vain thoughts, this world - 
Is a proud race, and I would win, 
f^et IqAft) on Ufe's tempest hurled, 

, Or .Irome^i sweet shelter house within ; 
!Amia'these scenes shall memory be, 

• And half her torch be Ut by thee. 
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LOOK ALOFT. 



Thk following lines are founded upon the little stoiy said to have 
been related by the late Dr. (Rodman, of the ship boy, who was about 
to faFfrom the rig^ng, and was only saved by the mate's impressive 
exclamation, ^ look aloft, you lubber !** 



In the tempest of life, when the wave and the gale 
Are around and above, if thy footing should fail, 
If thine eye shield grow dim, and thy caution depart, 
<< Look aloft !" and be firm, and be fearless of heart. 

If the firiend who embraced in prosperity's glow, 
With a smile for each joy; and a tear for each woe. 
Should betray thee, when sorrows like clouds are 

arrayed, 
''Look aloft" to the friendship which never shall 

fade. 

Should the visions which hope spreads in light to 

thine eye. 
Like the tints of the rainbow, but brighten to fly^ 
Then turn, and through tears of rqientant regret, 
'' Look aloft" to. the sun that is never to set. 



m 

9 



• L^OK ALOFT. 159 

Should they who are dearest, the son of .thy heart, 
The wife of thy bosom in so||pw depart, 
^^Look aloft" from the darkness and dust of Ae tomb, 
To that soil where affection Is ever in bloom. 

And oh, when death comes in his terrors to cast, 
His fears on the future, his paU on the past, 
In that moment of darkness, with hope in thy heart, 
And a smile in thine eye, "look aloft" and depart. 
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MORNING MUSINGS AMONG THE HILLS. 



The Mom ! the Morn ! this mountain breeze, 

How pure it seems, from earth how free ; 
What sweet and sad moralities 

Breathe fix)m this air that comes to me. 

» 

Look down my spirit, see below, 

Earth darkly sleeps where shades prevail. 
Or wakes to tears, that vainly flow, 

Or dreams of hopes that surely fail. 

Why shouldst thou Unger there, and bum 
With passions like these fools of time ; 

Unfold thy wings, their follies spum, 
And soar to yon eternal clime. 

Look round, my spirit ! to these hills 
The earliest s^inlight lends its ray, 

Morning's pure^ ajr these far heights fills, 
Here evening holiest steals away. 
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Thus when with firm-resQlving breast, 
Though bound to eai^lr thou hvest on high, 

Shalt thou with tearlier light be blest, • 
More' purely Uve, n^e calmly die. 

This darkling dawn doth it not bring 

Visions of former glory back. 
Arouse my spirit, plume thy wing. 

And soar with me on hoUer track. 

Canst thou not with unclouded eye - 

And fancy rapt, the scene survey 
When darkness bade its shadows fly, 

And earth rose glorious into day. 

Canst thou not see tiiat earth, its spring 

Unfaded yet by death or crime. 
In freshest green yet mellowing. 

Into the gorgeous autumn's prime. 

Dost thou not see the eternal choir. 
Light on each peak that woos the sky, 

Fold their broad wings of golden fire. 
And string their seraph minstrelsy, r 

Then what sublimest musid^fille^. 
Rejoicing heaven and rising earth, 

14* 
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When angel harps the chonis swelled. 
And stars hymi^ forth creation's birth. 

See how the sun conps proudly on^ 
His glorious;|march ! before our sight 

The swathing mists, their errand done, 
Are melting into morning light. 

He tips the peak, its dark clouds fly, 
He walks its sides, and shades retreat, 

He p<9urs his flood of radiancy 
On streams and lowlands at its feet. 



• 



Lord ! let thy rays thus pierce, illume 
Each dim recess within my heart ; 

From its deep darkness chase all gloom, 
And to its weakness strength impart. 

Thus let thy light upon me rise, 
Here let my home forever be ; 

Far above earth, its toys and ties, 
Yet humbly kneeling. Lord, to thee ! 
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ELEGY ON AFRIC. v 

4* 4 

A FAVORITE DOG OF A 1|^1END. 

** In his duty prompt at every oeil^ 
He watched.'* Deserted Village. 



Farewell, farewell, we think of thee, 
At each familiar step we trace, 

We miss thy mirth so full of glee. 
Thy boundingjform of life and grace. 

We miss thine eye, whose look conveyed 
A welcome in each wistful glance. 

And bright with almost thought, portrayed 
A soul within thy countenance. 

We miss thy wakeful bark, when dawn 
Roused thee to hail the rising sun ; 

We miss thine evening bay long dra^gn, 
As wailing that the day was done. 

No more shall thine expressive fawn, 
Mute, pleading, eloquent, be triei^ 
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Not all in vain to scour the lawn, 
Or gambol at thy master's side. 

■ 

No more, no more.«^l! ihou be found, 
In form beneatli d^favorite tree ; 

Still, stilly it shells sweet shade around, 
But never more to shelter thee. 



Thy little playmates look for thee. 
With asking gaze, €uid lisp thy name, 

For thou wast glad to join their glee, 
And at their call familiar came. 

Ah, now those tiny fingers press^ 

Thy form, and hug thy neck no more ; 

Nor shout, nor call, nor kind caress. 
Can thine acctistomed face restore. 

We saw that form so slowly waste, 
We heard thy low complaining moan ; 

We saw thine eye grow dim, yet haste 
To answer to each kindly tone. 

Yet, Afric ! as we think of thee, 
SoYaithful in thine "humble lot, 

We spurn thee not from memory. 
We loved thee, and forget thee not. 

M Dcco zxxn. 
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ON THE DEATH OP A FAVORITE BIRD. 




,* 



Alas, sweet cousin, how can I 

In harsh discordant rhyme rehearse, 
His sweet, sweet song whose melody, 

' Had charms beyond the reach of verse ? 

It 

Ah, I should need his tuneful art. 
His tone with more than music rife, 

In fitting number* to impart, 
The tale of his harmonious life. 

And yet that tale how shortly told, 
One feast of flowers, one ceaseless strain ; 

At mom to plume, at eve to fold 
His wings, to feed and sleep again. 

A simple life of joyance his, 
A life of song, no care had he. 

Except perchance thy glance to miss. 
And in sad silence pine for thee. 
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Blest in thy smile of sunsliine ^ven, 
His pinions sought no softer sky ; 

Happy to find his love^^est heaven, 
In the blue beauApf thine eye. 

And basking in that smile -so bright, 
He had no wish his wings to free ; 

Found in its beam his full delight, 
And loved his sweet captivity. 

But ah, that eye, that joyous voice, 
No more his dreamy sleep shall break ; 

No more his Uttle heart rejoice, 

Nor songs of warbling welcome wake. 

In vain spring woos with balmy breath, 
And bears sweet music on her wings ; 

The fine quick ear is dull in death. 
The answering throat no longer sings. 

His lonely mate has lost her chefer. 
Or if to song her bosom stir ; 

Fixes her tiny head to hear, 

The note that ne'er shall answer her. 

That note which hailed thee to the last. 
And called thee to his cage to see. 



r 



TO 



167 



That he was happy, thus to cast 
His last, last lingering look on thee. 

Then since forever hushed his strain, 
Lay him in fitting fkve to sleep. 

Where spring's soft dews and summer's rain, 
With gentle tears his death may .weep. 

There let the first soft sunbeam fling, 
A fi'esher green o'er all the ground ; 

There the first lonely wild flower spring, 
And shed its sweetest fragrance round. 

Thither let each fond bird repair, 
At music's grave its vows to pay, 

Or doomed to die, seek refiige there. 
And swan-like sing its soul away. 
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IpYMN 



WRIT'^EN DURING THE PREVALENCE OF THE 
f CHOLERA. 



Lord ! while the wasting eiffil still 
Walks on in its mysterious path, 

The worker of thine awful will, 
The scourge of thine awakened wrath. 

Humbled in heart, low in the dust, 
We conscious kiss the avenging rod ; 

Confess thy judgment ever just, 
And trembling, own that thou art Grod. 

Yet, Lord ! wilt thou forever smite, 
Once more dread fiither, yet once more 

Lift to thy suffering people's sight, 
^Thy healing signal as of yore. 

No offering meet, have we to make, 
No works, no rights, no self-proud plea ; 
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Mercy we beg, free for his sake 

Who died for us to reign. with thee. 

Then shall we sing, Ay pardon won, 
That union how sublimely sweet, 

When in the Father and the Son, 
Thy justice and thy mercy meet, t 

M Dccc xxxn. 
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LINES 



WRITT^ IN THE ALBUM OF A VERY YOUNG LADY. 



Sweet Lilly, you know I am wedded 

To a ruthless and barbarous lore, 
Which all poets from instinct have dreaded, 

And the muses devoutly abhor ; 
And they, like their lovely relations, 

Who our poetry make here below, 
Are rather averse from flirtations 

With men who are married, you know. 

Yet no matter, my promise is plighted. 

And though they wont smile on my need, 
I shall think all their frowning requited. 

Should you take but " the will for the deed ;" 
Besides I fear jilting th^r trade is. 

And they 're tyrants, so I shall not choose 
Tiftrust the caprice of these ladies, 

But take you, my dear girl, for my muse. 
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And now then, my sweet inspiration ! 

What fond prayer shall friendship put up ? 
What blessings of wealth, love, and station, 

Shall I pray, may overflow in your cup ? 
Shall I wish you those graces, so winning 

Their way to our innermost heart, 
That we find there love's empire beginning. 

Ere friendship is warned to depart? 

I would wish that your sky in life's morning, 

May be fair as a mom in sweet June, 
That each scene with fresh verdure adorning. 

Warm, cloudless, and bright be its noon ; 
And as calmly and tenderly shining. 

As the autumn sun dies in the west^ 
Be your evening of age, as declining, 

It sinks slowly at night to its rest. 

All thesQ do I wish you, yet, Lilly, 

I dare not thus cease this poor rhyme> 
For I few I should wish for you illy, 

Did I ask but the mere gifts of time ^ 
What's beauty ? why wish you to win it ? 

That eye, and that lip, and that brow, 
Were yesterday beauty, but in it 

The reptile is revelling now. 
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• 

And wit, with its meteor flashes ; 

How dazzles it but to decay! 
Can you find its quick flame in those ashes ? 

Can you call back its voice to that clay? 
Yes, all idly my prayer had ascended, 

If one word in that prayer were forgot, 
In whose compass all blessings are blended, 

That friendship could wish for your lot. 

That word is religion ; fools flout it. 

And teU us 'tis nonsense and sta#, 
But believe me, dear girl, that without it, 

This world will be bitter enough ; 
And with it all joy will be heightened, 

And hoUer all friendship ancl love. 
And the darkness of sorrow be brightened, 

With a ray that beams but from above. 

And in death, be it late ere you 've found it, 

It will make your couch prouder than kings', 
For the angels of heaven shall surround it. 

With the radiance and rush of their wings ; 
" Yes, safe will it guide you, if granted. 

Through earth's changes, and sorrows, and strife, 
Till a tree in God's paradise planted, 

* You bloom by the river of life. 
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